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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. LEWIS. 

CJ^HROUGH the wide tra£ts oftifey in ev'ry trade. 

What numbers toil with faculties decayed? 
Worn out^ yet eager , in the race they run, 
jbid never learn— ^when pro^r to have done^ 

What need qf proofs ? Ev^n Authors do the fame ^ 
And rather than defift^ decline infante. 
Uke Gamejiers thrive atfirjl ; then bolder grow. 
And hazard all upon one defpWate throw ^ 



J 



52>/j truth to feely perhaps too much, inclined. 
Our Bard, long hackney' d, trembles there behind,. 

Left he Jhould prove another vanished mind. 

Long has his play lain hid,fupprefs'd by fears. 
Beyond the critics rule, above nine years ! 
And now he comes, 'tis the plain fimple truth. 
This night to anfwerfor his fins of youths 

The piece, you'll fay y jhould now perfe5lion bear j 
But who can reach it after all his care ? 
He paints no monjlers for ill-judg'd applaufe:^ 
Life he has view'd, and from thatfource he draws. 

A 2 Here 
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4 PROLOGUE, 

Here are nofgolsy the 'Dramd s ftanding jefi f 
And WiLCHMEN noWy North-Britons foti mayreft^ 
HibeRnia's so'tisjhall here excite no wonder ^ 
Norjhall St, Patrick blub to bear them blunder^ 
By other arts he ftrives your tajle to hit^ 
^pmeplot^fome chara£ier i hehofeSyJome wit. 
And if this piece fiould pleafe you like the paji j 
Xc Brother Bards ! forgive him : — ? — 'tis his lap. 

Loft are the friends who lent their aid before % 
Roscius retires, and Barry is no more. 
Harmonious Bak'b.y ! with what varied art 
His griefs rage, tendernefs aJfaiVd the heart ? 
Of plaintive Otw ay now no more th^ boaft ! 
And Shakespeare grieves for his Othello loft^ 
Oft on this [pot the tuneful Jwan expir'd^ 
Warbling his grief \ you liften'd and admired. 
'Twas then but fancied woe; now ev^ry Mufe, 
Her lyre ttnftrimg, with tears his urn bedews. 

From this nighfsfcenes ^';/ Wood ward too is fled, ^ 
Stretched by pale ftckyiefs on his languid bedy 
Nor cdn Thalia raife her favouriteV * head. 

* Mr. Woodward was \p have played the part of Dash- 
)vould; in his laft illnefs he lamented to the Author, that he 
could not clqfe his theatrical life with that charafter : he died 
a few weeks after the play appeared ; for years the life of 'the 
comic fcene, and in his end regretted as a worthy and an honel^ 
pun. 

For 
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For f hem our Author Mdtht tale to weavfii 
tie feels their lofs^ and no'U; he takes his leave i 
Sees new performers infucceffiofffpriiigy 
And hopes new poets wilt e^dnd their win^. 
Beneath your f mile his leaf of laurel grew ; 
(Gladly he'd keep it -y^^'^^^^^for^Hw^* gh'n by you. 
jBut if too weak his arty if wild bis aim. 
On favours pafi he builds no idle daim^ ; 
^oyou tmtsmore he boldly dares to trt($ ; ^ 
HiARa Md pronounte i^ — 'he KtJoyrs you^wilf if jH/f^ 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 



M EN. 

Mill AMOUR, Mr. Lewis. 

Dashwould, Mr. Lee-Lewes; 

Malvil, Mr. Wroughton- 

Bygrove, Mr. Aickin. 

Captain BygroVe, his 

Son, Mr. Booth. 

Sir John MiLLAMOUR, / 

Father to Millamour, Mr. Fearon. 
Sir Harry Lovewit, Mr. Whitfield. 
Charles, Servant to 

Millamour, Mr. Wewitzer. 

Footmeriy &c. 



Wo M E N. 

Lady Bell, Mrs. Mattocks. 

Lady Jane, Mifs Dayes. 

Mrs. Bromley, Mrs. Jackson. 

Mifs Neville, Mrs. Hartley. 

Madam La Rouge, Mifs Ambrose. 
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ACT the F I R S T, 

Scenty the Htuji 6f Sir John Millamour; 
Enter Sir JOriN, and Bygrove* 

By GROVE • 



w 



HY then I'd marry sigain> and difinherit 
him* 



Sir John. 
Brother Bygrove, you think too Icverely in thefc 
matters* 

ft 

Bygrove. 

Severely, Sir John ? If I had a mind that my fon 
fhould marry, why Ihould not he do as I would have 
him? 

Sir John. 

Allowance myft be made for inclination; The 
fuccefs of our children depends upon the manner, in 
which we fet them out in the world* They are like 
bowls which* if deliverd out of hand with a due re- 
gard to their bias, our aim is anfwer'd ! if otherwife, 
they arc Abort or wide of the mark in view, or per- 
haps rufh wildly out of the green. 

A 4 By- 
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Bygrove. 
Well irgued, truly ! he that lliould obey is to 
judge for himfclf, and you that are his govcrnofj are 
to be diredted by him* 

Sil JaiiK. 

Why he is chiefly interefted in the end, and the 
choice of the means may be fairly left to him- 
felf. I can't but be tender of George ; a plant of my 
own rearing, and the tree will hereafter be known by 
its fruit. 

BrdRoVfi- 

It IS a trtfe that will beer nothing without grafting ; 
and if I could not inoculate what will make it thrive 
and flouriih, it Ihould not incumber a foot of my land* 

Sfr JoHif. 

Your fyftem, and mine, differ widely. Brother By" 
grove. My fon is of an enlarged and liberal under* 
ftanding, and I a father of mild authority. 

Byorove. 

Authority! — ^your fon's word is a law to ycyii* 
Now there is my young gracelefs ; he is in the army, 
and why ? Becatrfe I chofe it. I had a mind he 
Ihould ferve ; and fo he went to be fhot at* No argu- 
ing with me. If 1 fee any thing wrong, I accoft him 
direftly : Look ye. Sir, do you think to go on in 
this falhion ? Not during my life, I promife you : 
I will acknowledge you no longer than you prove 
worthy; and if you can't difcern what is befitting 

you. 
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yots, I at Icaft wrll judge what is proper on my 
part. 

Sir John. 

Well, George and I have lived together as friends. 
From a boy, I endeavoured fo fubjedl him rather to 
his reafon, than his fears. If anv little irregularity 
happened, he was no fooner fennble of it, than his 
cheek coloured, and the blufti of youth not only 
looked decent, but expreffed an ingenuous, and 
well- difpofed mind. 

Byorove. 

But the confcquencc q£ z\\ thiB ? Has he a fettled 
opinion ? a fixed principle for a moment ? He is 
grown up in caprice ; his judgment has not vigour 
to be decifive upon the mereft trifle j he is diftrafted 
by little things, and of courfe is perifliing by little 
and little. 

Sir John. 
Oh ! no; all from a good caufes his knowledge 
of life occafions quick refleftion : quick reflec- 
tion fliews things in a variety of lights. I am not 
angry. He will fettle in the world i you will fee 
him married before long. 

Bygrove. 

In what a variety of lights his wife will appear to 
him ! 

Sir John- 
1 beg your pardon, for a moment. I fee a perfon 
there. Charles, Charles, this way. 

Enter 
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Enter Charles. 

Sir John. 
Well, Charles, what is he about ? 

CftARLES. 

Very bufy. Sir, a thoufand things in hani 

BVGROV£. 

And all at the lame time. Til warrant; 

Charles. 
We have a deal to employ us. Sir* 

Sir John. 
Have you (bunded him in refgard td what I meft- 
tioncd la£t night ? 

Charles. 

That's what I wanted to tell your Honour. Laft 
night, Sir, as he was going to bed, I touched upon 
the fubjeft ; dropt a hint or two, that it is now time to 
think of railing heirs to himfelf ; enlarged upon the 
comforts of matrimony, and 1 think with no fmall 
degree of eloquence. 

Bygrove. 
The fellow is laughing at you. 



' Sir John. 
Well, and how ? What efFea: ?. 



Charles. 



A C O M E D Y; II 

Charles. 

A very vifible efFeft, Sir. This mornirig early, 
tny mkfter rings his bell Charles, fays he, I ha\ne 
been confidcring what you faid laft night: I fhall 
pay a vilit ta the young ladies, and, I believe, I fhall 
marry one of them. 

Sir John. 

There, Mr. Bygrove ; I am for ever obliged to 
you, Charles. Well, go on. 

Charles. • 

I fly immediately to get him his things to drefs, 
aftd return in an inttant. Charles, fays he, then toiTed 
himfelfback in his chair, beat the ground with his 
heel, and fell a reading. Won't your Honour 
get ready to vifit the young ladies ? — The ladies ? 
what ladies, you blockhead ? — Lady Bell, and Lady 
Jane, your Honour, Mrs. Bromley's handfome 
nieces. Po ! you're a numfkull, fays he, with an 
oblique kind of afmile ; ftretched his arms, yawned, 
talked to himfelf, and bade me go about my bu- 
finefs. 

Bygrove. 
I knew it would end fo. There is not a crane- 
neck carriage in town Can give a (hort turn with 
him. He will continue going on from one thing to 
another, and end in nothing at laft. 

Sir John. 

This is provoking. Any bod) with him this 
morning ? 

Charles. 
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Charles^ 

He his hid a power of people with him,, Sir*— A 
commiflion-broker, to fell him. a company in a 
.marchiqg regiment ; the Mayor of a borough, about a 
feat in Parliaments And there are ieveral with hinti 
now. Sir. There is Sir Harry Lovewit^ an d * i> ^ 

BycRovE, 

Ayd ! Sir Harry ! I am glad he is of ag^, and that 
1 am no longer his guardian. He has not had a new 
idea in his head fincc he was five years old, and yet 
the blockhead afFeds to be lively. He runs after 
wits, who do nothing but laugh at him. He repeatsf 
fcraps and fentences ; all memory and no under- 
ftanding ; a mere retailer of what falls frpm othei" 
people, and with that ftock he fets up for a wit^ 

Charles. 
He IS with my mafter, Sir^ and there is Mr. Mal- 
vil, and Mr. Dalhwould, and— ^(^<?// rings)— -^Ht 
rings. Sir : you will pardon me j I muft be gone. Sir. 

[Exit. 

• Byorove. 
And that fellow, Dalhwould ; he is the ruin of 
your fon, and d( poor Sir Harry into the bargain. 
He is the Merry Andrew of the town : honour has 
no reftraint upon him ^ truth he fets at nought, and 
friendfliip he is ever ready to facrifice to a joke. 

Sir John. 
Po ! mere innocent pleafantry^ Dafhwou^lci hSsr 
noharminhim^ 

By- 
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BvoRoyE. 

No harm in him ? I grant you the fellow has a 
quick Tenfe of the ridiculous, and draws a charafter 
with a lucky hit. But every thing is diftorted by 
him. He has wit to ridicule you ; invention to 
frame a ftory of you ; humour to help it about, and 
when he has {tt the town a laughing, he puts on a 
familiar air, arid fhakes you by the hand. 

En^er Sir Harry, laughing violently. 

Sir Harry, 

Oh ! ho ! ho ! I Ihall certainly expire one day, in 
a fit of laughing. 

Sir John. 
What's the matter. Sir Harry ? 

Bygrove. . 
What fool's errand brings him hither ? 

Sir Harry. 

That fellow, Daftiwould, will be the death of me. 
The very fpirit of whim, wit, humour, and raillery 
poflefs him. 

Bygrove. 

Ay ! wit anfi humour for the meridian of your un-r 
derftanding. 

Sir Harry, 
By the fhade of Rablais, he is the moft entertain- 
ing 
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ing creature ! He has played off fuch a fire-work of 
wit. rU tell you what he laid this moment. 

Bygrove, 
No, Sir, no ; if you are a pedlar in fmart fayings, 
and brifk repartees, we don't defire you to unpack 
for us. 

Sir Harry. 

A plague on him for an agreeable devil ! And 
then the rogue has fo much eafc. 

Bygrove. 

Yes, the eafe of an executioner. He puts alt to 
death, without remorfe. He laughs at every thing, 
as if Heavei> intended to make it's own work ridicu- 
lous. He has no reliih for beauty, natufal or moral. 
He is in love with deformity, and never better 
pleafed, than when he has mofl: reafon to find 
fault. 

Sir Harry. 

There is a pifture of as harfh features as any in 
Dalhwould's whole colleftion. 

Bygrove. 
But the picture is true. No exaggeration in it. 

Sir Harry. 

He gave us a miniature of you, this morning, my 
dear guardian, and you (hall have it. Dafhwould 
has made a difcovery. Sir John. What reafon do 
you think he gives for Mr. Bygrove's railing for ever 
at your fon's inconftancy of temper ? 

By. 
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Bygrove, 
Ay, now! now! 

Sir Harry. 

You pofitively Ihall hear it. Mr. Bygrove*s de- 
lircs being all rufted to a point, looking dircdly to- 
iivard the land of matrimony — 

Bygrove. , 

Matrimony! now gild the pill with humour, an 
down it goes. 

Sir Harry. 

Dafliwould has found you out. Mr. Bygrove's 
defires being all collefted and fixed on matrimony, 
he rails at the variety of my friend Millamour's 
whimfies, like Sir George Bumper, with chalkftones 
on his knuckles, as big as nutmegs^ hobbling along 
and thanking DoSlor Le Fevre that he has no fmall 
humours flying about him. 

Sir John. 
That's a difcovery indeed. 

Byorove. 
Sir John, can you mind what fuch a fellow as 
Dafhwould fays ? Every thing that paffes through 
the medium of his fancy appears deformed, as the 
ftraiteft (lick looks crooked in troubled water. 

Sir Harry. 

Well dafhed out, upon my foul, with tolerable 
Ipleen, and fome vivacity. 

By-> 
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BvGROVJg. 

Po ! — if you had taken my advice. Sir Harry, and 
renounced his acquaintance long ago, you had been 
now a young man coming into life, with fome pro- 
mife of a charafter. Continue in diflipation. Sir. 
For my part, it is ^ rule with me, neither to give, nor 
take a jok^* , ' 

Sir Harry, 

Ho ! ho ! ho ! a pleafant rule, pofitively — ho ! 
ho ! ho ! Daftiwould fh^U have it this moment ; do 
you take the conftquence 5 and in the mean time TU 
leave you to the praftife of your focial l\umour, 

{Exit. 

Bygrove, 

It is fuch coxcombs as that butterfly, that encou- 
rage him to fix hi3 pafquinades upon every man'$ 
charafter, Matrimony 1 ——^a licentious— No, 
Sir John, I ftill cherifti the memory of your fitter ; 
ihe was the beft of wives : Ydeath interrupted again 

by that -No^ it's my friend, Majvils he is a rqan 

of true value. 

^ Sir John. 

Dafiiwould fay$ he is a compound of falfc charity^ 
and real malice. 

Bygrove. 

And it is enough for you that Dafliwould fays it. 
Malvil is a man of honour, Sir \ and an enemy to all 
fcandal, though wit prove a palateable ingredient in 
jhe poi&n. 

Writer 
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Enter Malvil. 
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Malvil. 

Intolerable ! there is no being fafe where he is. A" 
licentious railer ! All Vuth, all morality facrificed to 
:a jcft : nothing facred from his buffoonery. 

Bygrove. 
I told you. Sir John, how it is. 

Malvil. 
Oh ! fuch indifcriminate fatire ! 

: Bygrove. 

^ Yes, the fellow runs amuck, and nothing efcapcs 

Malvil. 

There is no enduring it. Ridicule is a very un* 
fa.ir weapon, Mr. Bygrove : it is by no means thb 
tr^ftof truth, Sir John. 

Sir John. 
Nay, but you are too grave about this matter. 

Malvil. 
Too grave ! Shall he wantonly flab the reputa- 
tion of his neighbour, and then tell you it was in 
jeft ? For my part, I had rather throw a veil over 
the infirmities of my friend, than feek a malicious 
pleafure in the detedion. That's my way of thinks 
ing. 

Vql. IV. B Sir 
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Sir JoHVf. 

I fanqr you are right. This fpn of mjpe does fo 
perplex me. (walh ajide) 

Pray, Mr, Bygrove, give me leave. Tam'forrjr 
to hear certain whifpers about a. friend of Qur§, 

Bvo-ftovE. 
About whom ? the widow, Mr^. Bromley ? 

MATVrL. 

Oh ! no, no \ I have a great refpeft for her ; 
(hough I— Pray don't you think ihe throws out the 
lur^ for^young hufba^nd?' 

BvGROyE. 

Forahufband, yes; biltnot too ypyng ^ one; 
you can ferye my inter^ft in that ouarref . 

Malvil. 
I know it : rely upon my friendihip, * But have 
you heard nothing of an eminent Turkey merchant ? 

Bygrove. 

Mr. Freeport? 



MALVit', 

I fay nothing : T don't like the affair : have you 
illy heard nothing ? 

Bygrove. 
Kpt a fyllable. 

' M'alt 
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Malvil. 
So much the better : though it is fit you fliould 
be put on your guard-. Any money of yours in 
his hands ? ^ 

Bygrove. 
Pd! as fafe as the Bank, 

Malvil. . 

I may be miflakeil. 1 hope I am : I was in 
company, the other night; feveral Members of Par- 
liament prefent ; they did not fpeak plainly ; hints 
and inuendo's only; you won't let itgoanyfur- 
Atf. His. feat in the houfe, they all agreed, is 
p€tfe<5liy convenient at this jurlfture. I hope the 

cloud will blow over. 1 fhall remember you with 

the widow. 

One good turn deferves another: I ihan't be 
unmindful of your intereft, 

Malvil. 
There,, now you Hurt me : ybli know my delica- 
cy: muft friendiliip never aft a difinterefted part? 
I efteem you, Mr. Bygrove, atid that's fufficient. Sir 
John, give me leave to- fay, the mart who bufies 
himfelf about other people's affairs, is a pragmati- 
cal charafter, and very dangerous in fociety. 

Bygrove, 
So 1 have been telling Sir John, But to laugh at 
every thing is the fafhion of tlie age. A pleafant 
good-for^notHing feliow is bymoft people preferred 

B 2 to 
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to modeft merit. A man like Dafliwould, who 
runs on— T — So ! here comes Scandal in folio. 

Enfer Dashwould. 

Dashwould. 
Sir John, I rejoice to fee you. Mr. Bygrove, I 
kifs your hand. Malvil, have you been uneaiy for 
any friend fmce ? 

Malvil. 
Po ! abfurd ! (walks away) 

Dashwould. 

I have been laughing with your fon, Sir John. 
Pray, have I told you about Sir Richard Doriland ? 

Bygrove. . 

You may fpare him. Sir, he is a very worthy man. 

Dashwould. 

He is fo : great good nature about him : I love 
Sir Richard. You know he was divorced from his 
wife i a good fine woman, but an invincible ideot, 

Malvil. 
Look ye there now, Mr. Bygrove ! 

Bygrove. 

My Lady Doriland, Sir, was always counted a 
very fenfible woman. 

Dashwould. 

She was fo j with too much fpirit to be ever at 

cafe^ 
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Cafe> and a rage for pleafure, that broke the bubble, 
as fhe gralped it. She fainted away, upon hearing 
that Mrs. All-night had two card tables more than 
herfelf* 

fiyoROv*/ 
Inveterate malice ! 

Dashwould. 

ThfiY waged war a whole winter, for the honour 
of having .the greateft number of fools thinking 
of nothing but the odd trick. Firft, Mrs. All- 
night kept Sundays; her Ladylhip did the fame: 
Mrs. All-night had forty tables i her Lady- 
fliip rofe to fifty* Then one added, then t'other ; 
*till every room in the houfe was cramm'd like the 
black hole at Calcutta, and at laft, upon calling up 
the account) Sir Richard fold off fifteen hundred 
acres, to clear incumbrances. 

Sir John. 
Ridiculous ! and fo they parted upon this ? 

Dashwould. 
Don't you know the hiftory of that bufinefs ? 

Malvil* 
Now mark him j now. 

Dashwould* 

Tender of reputation, Malvil ! — ^The ftory is Well 
known. She was detected with — the little foreign 
Count-— J call him the Sal^mander-^I faw him five 

B 3 times 
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[ ctimcs in one winter upon .the hack of ithe fire an^ 
Bath, for cheating atcards. 

Malvil. 

Go on, Sir, abufe every .body. My Lady was 
perfedly innocent. I know the whole affair : a 
mere contrivance to lay the fbundation-of a divorce. 

Dashwould. 

So they gave out. -Sir Richard -did not care a 
nine-pin for her, while Ae was J>is. Yoy know bis 
way : he defpifes what is in -his pofleffiop, and lan- 
guifhes for what is not. Her Ladyfhijp was no 
fooner married to- v^hat's his name j? ^His fa- 
ther was a footman, and Madam Fqrtune, who every 
now and then loves a joke, ferit him to cheEaftiln- 
dies, and in a few years 'brought him back at the 
head of half a million, -for the j<?ft's fake. 

Malvil. 

Mr. Daftiwould, upon my word, Sir,-— Fami- f 
lies to be run 4^wn in this manner ! f^ 



Dash WOULD. 

Mufhroon was'his name: my Lady ©qril and .was ) 
no fooner married to him, but up to his eyes Sir Ri- f 
chard was in lov^ with her. He dreffed at herj \ 
fighed at her; danced at her; fhe is.now libe:Ued in jf 
the Commons, and Sir Richard has a ct'tm* con* I 
againft him in the King's Bench. f 

I 

Malvil. | 

Pfhaw ! J ihdl flay no longer tp he^r tlu> iftraii* 
of defamation. [£^//.^ 

Dasi/ 
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DAj^HWOiUtD. 

-MaW, miifl: yoT4 icavc us ? A plcafant charafter 
Uiisfamc Mr*Malvil. 

Bygrove. 
He has a pirbper Regard for his friendSj Sih 

DA5HW0ULb* 

Yes, biit he is often prefent where their charafteri 
ftre cdnvafled, and is anxious about whifpers which 
tiobody has heard; He knows the ufe of hypoerify 
better-thftii a Court Chaplain; 

ivGRbvE. 

Jher^i call h^bnfefty by a burleiqiJci namfei andXd 
jpervert every thing; 

f)A3HWOUL9i 

Thiiigs ixt nibre perverted, Mr. Bygrove} when 
fuch men as Malyil mak^ thfeir vices do their-woxk, 
tmder a m^fk of gdo^nels j and \vith that ftroke we'll 
diii^lis hi3 jchara^en 

5ir Jo»N; 

, Afi very riglit ; nly :brdther Bygrove has a regard 
fbr him, and fo change the fubjed. My fon^ Mr. 
DaihwouM, what does he intend ? 

DashwoVld. 

Up to the eyes in iovc with Lady Bell, and deter- 
mined to marry her^ 

B 4 Sir 



;?4 KNOW YOUR OWN MIND 

Sir John. 

1 told you fo, Mr. Bjrgrove; I told you, you 

would foon fee him fettled in the world. Mr. Dafh- 

would, I thank you y Til ftep and confirm George in 

his refolution. [^ExiL 

DashwouLd. 
. A good natured man. Sir John, and does not want 
.credulity. 

Bygrove. 
Ay ! there, the moment his back is turned. 

Dashwould. 

^- Gulliver's Travels is a true hiftory to him* His 
fon has ftrange flights. Firfl:, he was to be a law- 
yer 5 bought chambers in the Temple, eat his conl- 
mons, and was called to the bar. Then the law is a 
damned dry municipal ftudy ; the army is fitter for a 
gentleitian ; and as he was going to the Waf-ofRce 
to take out his commifllon, he faw my Lord Chan- 
cellor's coach go by; iii an inftant back to the 
Temple, and no fooner there, *^ Po ! pox ! harig 
*^ the law y better marry, and live like a gentle- 
*' man." Now marriage is a galling yoke, and he 

' does not know what he'll do. Hte calls his man, 
Charles; fends him away ; Svalks about the rooili, 
fits down, afks a qutftion ; thinks of fomething elfe ; 
talks to himfelf, fings, whiftles, lively, penfive, plea- 
fant, and melancholy in an inftant. He approves, 

^ finds fault j he will, he will not 5 and in fliort,^ the 
man doe3 not know his own mind for half a fecond. 
Jlere comes Sir John. 

Enter 



A CO M ED Y. 2s 

Enter Sir John. 

Dashwould. 
You find him difpofed to marry. Sir John ? 

Sir John. 
1 hope foi he wavers a little s but ftill I — — 

Bygrove. 
Po ! I have no patience ; my advice has been all 
loft upon you. I wifli it may end well. A good 
morning. Sir John, {going) 

Dashwould. 

Mr. Bygrove, your's • Sir John will defend you 
in your abfence. 

Bygrove; 
If you will forget your friends in their abfence, it 
is the greateft favour you can bcftow upon them. 

[Exk. 

Dashwould. 
Did I ever tell you what happened to him laft 
fummer, at Tunbridge ? 

Sir John. 
Excufe me for the prefent. This light young 
' man ! I muft ftep, and talk with my lawyer. 

Dashwould. 
rU walk part of the way with you. * A ftrange 
medley this faijie Mr. Bygrove : with fomething like 

wit^ 
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wit, he is always abufingwit* ^You muft knoiw> 

laft fummco at Tuabridge-*-^**- 

Sir JojiN. 
Another ;tin(ie, if you plcafe# [£ir//. 

DASHWot/Lb. 

The .ftoiy is worth your hearing:: ^p^rfy of »» 
dined at the Suflex — (following Sir John) 

Enter Charles. 

Mr. Dalhwould ! Mr. Dafhwduld \ 
Jie-efiUr DAsHWauLPrf 

DashWould< 
What^s the matter, Chiles ? 

CjHARtES^ 

My mafier defires you won't go. 
Enter Sir Harry^ 

Sir KtAftRy. 

Hey ! what going to leave us ? 

V 

DaSHWOULD/ 

Only a ftep with Sir John. Strstrige yig^i^c$ iH 
your matter s head, Charles ! — Sir Harry ! going to 
wait upon Mifs Neville, Ifuppofe. She Mas beauty ,- 
and you ha?ve a hearts .^^ ^ 

Sir 
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Sir Ha41r^. 

Pihaw ! there you wrong me now ! Why will 
you ? ' 

Dashwould. 

Very well ; he it fp; J c^'t fee to be fure ; but 
take .rpy wprd fgr it, you will marry that girl. 
Come, I follow you. 

Sir Harry, 

I muft not part with you : J had rather Jofe the 
whole College of Phyficians. [^E^/V. 

JDashwquld. 

March on. Sir Harry.— —(/«r»^ to Charles^ Did 
you ever fee fuch a Baronet ? This fellow, Charles, 
is as ridiculous himfclf as any of db^em. \Exit. 

Char^e^. 

Now have I but one n>an in the houfc, and he-wil' 
be fifty different men in a moment. Hurry ! 
hurry ! nothing but hurry ! Get me this ; get me 
tk^ \ ^t nie t'other; bring.me the blue and filver; 
fcound^el ! what do you fetch nie thi^ for ? let me 
hav|e tjhe brown and gold. A poor feryant does not 
know which way to turn himfclf in thi$ houfe. 

Enter Richard. 

Charles* 
. WcU, JLichard, what are yp,u ^bopt ? 

Ri- 
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Richard. 

Why a man in a whirlwind may as >yell tell what 
he is about. Going to order the coachman to pvu: 
up. He intends to change his drefs, and walk to the 
Temple. '. [£x//. 

Charles. 

What does he mean by talking of the Teniplc 
again ? I hope we are not going to take to our flu- 
dies once. more. I hate the law : there is not a 
footman in the Temple has a grain of tafl:e. All 
mere lawyers ! They have not an idea out of the 
profeffion.- 

Enter Robert. 

Robert. 
Richard ! Richard ! where is he gone ? 

Charles. 
What^s in the wind now ? 

Robert. 
The wind's in another quarter. He has beew 
writing verfes, as he calls them, ever fince the com- 
pany left him. He has torn a quire of paper, I be- 
lieve, and now he wants the carriage direftly. 

\Exit. 

Charles* 

Run, and order it. \ had rather be a country Cu- 
rate, than go on in . this manner. {J?dl rings) 
What is he at now ? 

Mil- 
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MiLLAMouR. (within) 
Charles :— -who anfwers there ? 

Charles. 
Ay ; now for the old work. 

Enter Mii-lamour. 

^ MiLLAMOUR, 

Is the chariot ready ? 

Charles. 
At the door. Sir. 

MlLLAMOUR. 

Do you ftep to Mrs. Bromley's, and perhaps 

it would be better to No, do you ftep, Charles, 

and ^you need not mind it another time will 

do as well. [£a;//. 

Charles. 

There" again now : this is the way from morning 
to night. 

Millamour. (entering) 

The fooner, the better : I promifed Sir John, and 
I will pay this vifit. Lady Bell reigns fovereign of 
my heart. That vivacity of mind ! " Quick as her 
" eyes, and as unfix'd as thofe." 

Charles. 
She is by far preferable to her fifter, your Honour, 

Mil- 
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Shall r telP jWu- 4 fetrct? 1 Mptft myfelf, 
plaguily. Eyfei»y' tiling is not ^- q^et here as it; 
ufedtb'be, 

Capt. Bygrove, 
IndulgjC the happy paffion. Let wits and libcr- 
dncs fky what tfiey ^Ml; therein nb triie happihefs, 
hvit in the rtiafrijcd Hate* 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Why I have thought much upon the fubjeft of 
late, and with a certain refinement, Idort'tkriow but 
?i man may farfiion a complying girt to his tafte of 
flappinefs. Virtuous himfelf, he confirms her in hei* 
virtue ; conftant, he fecures her' fidelity : and by 
continuing the |over, inftead of commencing the ty - 
rant hufband, he wins from her the fweeteft exertior^ 
ef tehdernefs arid love. J fb^U- moft pofitiveiy mart-y. 
Who'is your idol? M^ dtar boy, impart. 

, Capt. Bygrove. 
There I beg to be ej^culed. You know my fa- 
ther. I muft not prefume to think for myfelf. I 
muft contrive fome ftratagem t6 make him propofc. 
the match. Were it p niove firft from me, I fhould 
lie ob|ige(i to decamp from before the town at once. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

I wifli you fuccefs. My refolution istaken, and 
with the moft amiable of her fcx. She romps about 
the roorx) like one of the Graces ; and deals about 
her wit wjth fuch a happy negligenccr • 

Capt, 
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Capt. Bygrove. 

An agreeable portrait, but mine is the very re- 
verfe. That equal fercnity in all her ways ! Wit (he 
has, but without oftentation ; and elegance itfelf 
feems the pure efFed of nature. 

MiLLAMOUR. {afide) 

. I don't know whether that is not the true charader 
for a wife. And pray, what progrefs have you made 
in her afFeftions ? 

Capt. BVGROVE. 

Enough to convince me that I am not quite un-^ 
acceptable. My dear Millamour, I had rather fold 
that girl in my arms, than kifs his Majqfty's hand for 
the firfl: regiment of guards. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

. I am a loft man. I fhali moft pofitively marry. 
We will wonder at each others felicity ^ and be the 
envy of all our acquaintance. 

Bmter Dash would. 

Dashwould. 

I am as good as my word, you fee. Moft nobl^ 
C-aptain, your father was here this morning. ^^ 
good agreeable old gentleman, and about as pleafant: 
as a night mare. Millamour, whom do you think I 
met fince I faw you ? . , 

MiLLAMgUR. 

Whom.^ 

Dash- 
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DaSHWOULD; 

Our friend Beveriey, jufl: imported from ?ari§, per- 
feftly frenchified, and abufmg every thing in thia 
country—-" Oh ! there is no breathing their Eng- 
*^ lilh a'tmofphere. — Roaft beef and liberty will be 
"^^ the death of me*'^ 

MlEbAMOUlt. 

Ha ! ha ! poor Beverley I I faw him, laft funi- 
.iner, at Paris, dreffed in the ftile of an Englilh fok- 
liuntef : he fwore there was not a morfel to eat in 
their country; kept an opera-^finger upon beef- 
ilakes and oyfter fauce ; drove to his villa every Sa- 
tairday in a phaeton, and returned on the Monday, 
like a young buck, juft come upon town. 

DASHWOULDi 

lie lias done his country great honolir abroad; 

Bygrove; 

He will fettle at home now : he is going to b^ 
Riarried. 

DASHWOULDi 

Yes, I hear he is in love, and miich good majr it 
^0 him. I wifh I may die, if I know fo ridiculous 

a thing as love.- — ^" My life !-^ — My foul ! • 

*' Hybla dwells -upon her lips i extafy and blifs ! 
" blank verfc and paftoral nonfenfe !" In a little 
tirtie, the man ivonders what bewitched him : an 
^m\ chair after dinner, and a box and dice till five 
in the morning, make all the comforts of his life* 

Vol. IV. C Mii- 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

Very true ! Love is a ridiculous paffion indeed. 

Capt. Bygrove. 

Do you take up arms againft me ? But a mo-* 
ment fince, juft as you came in, hp was acknpvledg-* 
ing to me 

MiLLAMOtJR. 

No, not I, truly j I acknowledge nothing. Mar-i 
riage is not to my tafte, I promife you. The hand- 
fome wife ! — flie is ^11 affedation ; routs, drumsy 
hurricanes, and intrigue ! 

Dashwould* 

And the ugly ! fhe makes it up with good fenfe ; 
pronounces upon wit ; and talks you dead with 
maxims, charaftcrs, and rcfledtions^ 

MiLLAMOUR. 

And the woman of high birth, fhe produces her 
pedigree, as her patent for vice and folly. " Seven's 
the main," and away goes your whole fortune. 

Capt^ Bygrove. 
Mere common place. 

Dashwould. 

And tlje tender maukin \ fhe dqats upon you. 

" Don't drink any more, my dear: you'll take cold 

*^ near that window, my love ; pray don't talk fo 

" much; you'll flurry your fpirits" — ►And then 

. kifTes you before company. 

Mil- 
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MlLLAMOliR. 

And the fick madam ! fhe has the vapours, and 
'finds that Ihe has nerves. — ■ — ^* I wifh I had none.* 
- — ^" But it is too true that I have nerves, as 
^* flight as {o many hairs." 

Dashwould: 

Ha ! ha ! ' the whole fex is divided into fo many 
tlifles of folly. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Right ! fo it is. Ha ! ha ! ha ! (i^oth laugh) 

Capt. Bygrove, 
You play finely into one another's hands; 

MitLAMOUR; 

Now mark the champion of the fex ! — • — 1 I* 

Dashwould. / [ o§ 

Yesi he'll throw down the gauntlet for 'em. J o|* 

Capt. Bygrove. 

Nay, decide it your own way* Sinc^e you won't 
hear, gentlemen^ there is a clear Itage for you. 

[Exif. 

Dashwould; 
Fare ye well, mofl noble Captain. A facetious 
Companion ! did you everhear-him fay any thing? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

He is in for it ; and my father would fain reduce 
C 2 me 
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mc to the fame condition with one of Mrs. Bromley V 
nieces, A. good fine woman, Mrs. Bromley ! 

Dashwould, 
Has been ! Were (he now to rub her cheek with 
a white handkerchief her rofes and lillies would go 
to the clear ftarcher. 

MlLLAMOUR. 

Ha ! ha ! and yet flie fets up for the rival of her 
nieces. 

Dashwould. 

The young ladies are pretty well in their way too. 
Lady Bell has a brifk volubility of nothing, that fhc 
plays the pretty ideot with : and Lady Jane, a fly 
piece of formality, ready to go poft for Scotland, 
with the firfl red-coat that afks her the quelKon. 
We all dine at the Widow's to day, are you to be 
with us ? 

MtLLAMOUR. 

Yes, to meet you : the party will be diverting. 

Dashwould. 
Obferve old Bygrove. He pronounces with ri- 
gour upon the conduft of others, and hopes his own 
follies lie concealed. His whole ftruggle is to 
efcape deteftion. He hoodwinks himfelf, and 
thinks he blinds you. Pofitive and dogmatical in 
his opinions, yet a dupe to the defigns of others ; 
and flattering himfelf that a peevilh and cenforious 
fpirit hides every defcd, he gives you the full ridi- 
cule of his character. 

Mil- 
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MiLLAMOUR, 

I have marked him before now: 

Dashwould. 
Mark him with the widow : you will fee him 
iighing for his deceafed wife and Mrs. Bromley's 
charms at the fame time. One eye fhall weep fot 
this dead, and the other ogle the living, 

MiLLAMOUR, 

Ha! ha!— « — And then Malvil laying fiege to 
Mifs Neville ! 

Dashwould. 
Mifs Neville is the beft of them. Mrs. Bromley 
has taken her into her houfe, as a poor relation^^' 
whom fhe pities ; and her pity is no more than the 
cniel art of tormenting an unhappy dependani: upon 
her generofity. 

Mill amour. 

But Ihe hals generofity. She has promifed Mifs 
Neville a fortune of five thoufand pounds. 

Dashwould. 

And fo the hook is baited for Mai vil. The widow 
flings out that fnare, to counteract Sir Harry. 

Millamour, 
Sir Harry ! 

Dashwould. 

Yes } xhe is in love with Mifs Nevilles and the 
C 3 belt 
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beft of the ftory is, he is afraid I fhall think him rU 
diculous. If I fay the word, and promife not to 
laugh at him, he breaks his mind at once. Mif^ 
Neville fees clearly that he admires her, and of 
courfe will never liften to Malvil. Thefelfinte- 
refted defigns of that fellow fhall be difappointed, 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Admirable ! thou art a whimfical fellow. Come^^ 
I attend you. A pleafant group they are all together. 
It is as you fay. 

Our paffions fickcn, and our pleafures cloy ; 
A fool to laugh at, is the height of joy. 

[Exeunty 
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ACT 




A C O M E D T{ 3^ 

« 

ACT the SECOND. 

. Scene ai Mrs. BromleyV. 
Enter Mr§. Bromley, and Mifs Nevilli; 

Mrs. Bromley. 
^T^HY, to be fure, Neville, there is fomethingin 
what you fay: one is fo odd, and fb I don't 
know how in a morning, 

. Mifs Neville. . 

Certainly, madam ; and then people of your turn, 
whofe wit overflows in converfation, are liable to a 
wafte of fpirits, and the alteratipn appears fooner in 
them. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

So it does : you obferve very prettily upon things, 
Hcigho ! I am as faded as an old luteftring to-day. 

Mifs Neville. 
No indeed, madam, you look very tolerably, con- 
fidering, 

Mrs. Bromley, (afide) 

Confidering! fhc grows pert, I think. 1 am 

glad you think me not altogether intolerable. 

Mifs Neville. 
Ma'ana! 

C 4 Mrs. 
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Mrs, Bromley. 
Tolerably! Ihe is Lady Bell's prime agent, {afid'^) 
Jias Sir Harry given you hopes lately ? 

Mifs Neville. 

Sir Harry t I realljr don't ynderftand why he ^3 
mentioned, 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Do )0u think it will be a match ? And have you 
made up your quarrel with Lady Bell ? (fits down) 

Mifs Neville. 
The fweetnefs of her difpofition reconciles every 

thing. 

Mrs. Bromley, 
And is Miliamour reconciled to Lady- Bell ? 

Mifs Neville. 
There was only a flight miftake, which I explained, 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Oh ! you explained ? that was prudently done ; I 
am glad to hear this : ^nd do you think he loves her ? 
Tell me ; tell me all. Why ? why do you think }>e 
loves her? 

Mifs NeviLle, 
, He cannot be infcnfible of her merit \ and the 
other day he aflccd me if you were likely to approve 
pf his propofing for Lady EelL 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Bromley. 

And you told him. Well ! what did you 

tell him ? 

Mifs Neville. 
That you, no doubt, would be ready to promote 
the happinels of fo amiable a young lady. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

You told him fo ? (rifes, and walks about) And 
fo you are turned match-maker : you bufy yourfelf 

in my family ? Hey ! Mrs. Start-up ! you 

are dizened out, I think : my wardrobe has fupplied 
you. 

Mifs Neville. 
Your pardon, ma'am : I had thefe things in the 
country, when you firft Ihewed fo much goodnefs to 
me. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

What airs ! you know I hate to fee creatures give 
^hernfelves airs. Was not I obliged to provide you 
^ith every thing ? 



Jt. 



Mifs Neville. 
You have been very kind j I always acknowledge 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Acknowledge it ! Does not every body know it ? 

Mifs 
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Mifs Neville. 
Yes, ma'am, I dare fay every body does know it, 

Mrs. Bromley. 

That's malicioufly faid : I can fpy a fneer upon 
that falfe face. You fuppofe I have made my brags. 
That's what lurks in your ambiguous meaning. I de« 
ferve it : deliver me from poor relations. 

Mifs Neville. {Gfide) 

Now the ftorm begins ! * I am fure I have faid no- 
thing to offend you. I am helplefs, it is true; but 
your relation, and by that tie a gentlewoqian ftill. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I made you a gentlewoman. Did not I take you 
lip in the country, where you lived in theparfonage- 
Koufe, you, and your filler, with no other company to 
converfe with, than the melancholy tomb-ftones, 
where you read the high and mighty charafters of 
John Hodge, and Deborah his wife ? While your 
father's miferable horfe, worn to a fhadow with car- 
rying double to the next market-town, limped about, 
with a dull alms-begging eye in queft of the 
wretched fuftenance, that grew thriftily between th^ 
graves ? Did not I take you out of your mifery ? 

Mifs Neville. 
Yoii did, ma'am. \in a Joftened tone) 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Did not I bring you home to the great houfe ? 

Mift 
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. Mifs Neville, 
You did^ ma'am ! {w^eps afide) 

Mrs. Bromley, 

And I am finely thanked for it, Warm the fiiakc, 
^nd it will turn .upon you. 

Mifs Nei^ille. 
I cannot bear to be infulted thus ! {aftde) 

Mrs. Bromley. 
So ! your fpirit is humbled, is it ? 

Mifs Neville. 

Give me leaye to tell you, madam, that when 
people of fuperior fortune, whom Providence has en- 
abled to beftow obligations, claim a right, from the 
favours they confer, to tyrannize over the hopes and 
fears of a mind ift diftrefs \ they exercife a cruelty 
more barbarous than any in the whole hiftory of hu- 
man malice. 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Is this your gratitude ? 

Mifs Neville. 

I could be thankful for happinefs, if you permitted 
rne to enjoy it : but when I find myfelf^ under colour 
pfprotefcion, made the fport of every fudden whim j 
I have a fpirir, madam, that can diftinguifh between 
real benevolence^ and the price of riches. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bromley. 

brave ! that is your fpirit I 

Mifs Neville. 

A fpirit, give me leave to fay, that would rather, 
in any obfcure corner, fubmit to drudgery, for a 
(lender pittance, than continue to be an unhappy 
fubjeft, for cruelty to try its experiments upon. 

{weepsy 

Mrs. Bromley. 

1 fancy I have been too violent. After all this 
fower, I muft fweeten her a little. Come, dry up 
your tears : you know I am good-natured in the 
main. I am only jealous, that you don't feem to 
love me. 

Mifs Neville. 

Were that left to my own heart, every principle 
there would attach me to you. But to be dunned 
for gratitude ! 

Mrs. Bromley. 

You are right ; the obfervation is very jufl: : I am 

in the wrong. Come, let us be friends, 1 have a 

great regard for you, Neville., (walks ajide) The 
creature fhould vifit with me, dnly fhe looks fo 

v.'cll. How ! did not I hear Mr. Malvil's voice ? 

yes, it is he j I am vifible ; I am at home ; fhew him 
in. Walk in, Mr, Malvil. 

Enier 
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Malvil. 

To a perfon of fentiment, like you, madam, a vifit 
i^ paid with pieafbre. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

You are very good to me. Neville, do you ftep 
and bring me the letter that lies upon my table. 
i(Exit Mijs Neville) I am obliged to go out this 
xnorning. ' (/miles at Malvil) She looks mighty 
"well r I have been fpeaking for you : our fcheme 
"will take. Sir Harry will not be able to rival you : 
Ihe will be your reward for all your fervices to 

Malvil. 
Your generofity Is above all praife, and fo I was 
faying this moment to Mr. Bygrove : he is coming 
to wait on you. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

That's uhlucky : 1 wanted to have fome talk with 
you: well, have you feen Millamour? 

Malvil. 
Yes, and I find him apt : I have hopes of fucceed- 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Hulh ! — not fo loud ! — you think me mad, I be- 
lieve. May I hazard myfelf with, that wild man ? 

Mal- 
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Malvil. 
Your virtue will reclaim him. I have a- friendfhi{# 
for Millamour, and that is my reafon for counteraft- 
ing the defigns of my friend Bygrove.— Mr.,Bygrove 
has defired me to fpeak favourably of him to your 
ladyfljip. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Oh i but he kept his laft wife mew'd up in the 
country -, I fhould certainly expire in the country. 

Malvil. 
Why, I can't fay much for a country life Tyou are 
perfe6lly right. Rooks and crows about your houfe;^ 
fox-hounds in full cry all the morning 5 the country 
'fquires as noify at dinner as their own hounds ; dis- 
putes about the game 5 commiffioners of turnpikes,' 
juftices of the peace, and pedigrees of horfes ;- 
*^ Orborioko, brother to White Surry, got by Brifk. 
^^ Lightning, his dam by Bold Thunder." — That's 
the whole of their con verfation. 

Mrs. Bromj^ey.' 

Deliver me ! it would be the death of me. But 
don't tell Mr. By grove : amufe him with hopes. 

Malvil. 

He is a very worthy man. I am forry to fee fome 
oddities in him; but that is very common in life. 
Vices always border upon virtues. Dafhwould fays, 
'-^-but there is no believing his flander ;— -he fays Mr. 
Bygrove's forrow for his deceafcd wife, is all mere 
artifice, to weep himfelf into the good graces of an- 
other. But I don't believe it. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bromley. 

1 hear him coming. Do yqq go and take care of 
your intereft with Neville. 

r MaLVIL. 

I obey your cornmands. (going) 

Mrs.. Bromley. 

I ihall make her fortune five thoufand. Be lure 
you fpeak to Millamour* Go, go; fuccefs attend you. 

[Exil Ma.lvii^. 

Enter Bygrove. 

Bygrove. (bowing) 

Madam ! 

Mrs. Bromley. 

This attention to one in my forlorn ftate is fo oblig- 
ing 

Bygrove. 

It is a favour on your part to receive a lojfti de- 
jcfted, fprightlefs- 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I admire your fenfibility, Mr. Bygrove. That ten- 
der look, which you are for ever carting back to a 
beloved, but irrecoverable objeft, Ihews fo amiable 
aforrow ! oh ! there is fomething exquifitein virtu- 
ous affedion. 

Enter 
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Enter Mifs Neville. 
Is this the letter you want. Madam ? {gives it her] 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I thank you, Neville. Yes, there is a luxury in 
hankering after a valuable perfon, who has been 
fnatched away. I have found a pleafing indulgence 
in contemplations of that fort i have not I, Neville ? 

Mifs Neville^ 
Ma^am \ 

Mrs. BromleV; 

Ma'am ! are you deaf? Are you ftupid ? 1 tv^aS 
telling Mr. Bygrov^, what a taking I was in, whert 
poor dear Mr. Bromley died^ 

Mifs Nevillev 
I was not with you then. Ma'am. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Was not with me ! ' what memories fome folks 
have I^-Go, and try if you can recover your memory: 
leave the room. 

Mifs Neville. 
Ungenerous, narrow minded woman f \Exit. 

' Mrs. Bromley. , 

Oh ! you little know what a profufion of goodnefs 
I have lavifhed on that creature. She returns it all 
with fullenncfs, with ill-humour ; v/ith averfion. She 
perfeftly remembers the affl:(5lion I was in, when I 
loft the beft of men. 

Br- 
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Bygrove. 
1 have had my trials too* Heigho ! 

Mrs. Bromley* 

I beg your pardon : I am recalling your affiiftiorts : 
■you (hould not give way j you fhould ftruggle a 
little. Heaven knows how I have ftruggled. I 
liave appeared, indeed> with an air, but it was all 
ftruggling. (looksy and /miles) I could divert you 
this morning ,Do you know that your fon is in love 
with Lady Jane ? 

Bygrove. 
In love ! has he faid any thing ? 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I don^t know as to that ; but I can fee Whit is 
Working in his heart. He is above flairs now : I 
don't half like his choice : Lady Bell is the proper 
match for him, and her fortune is the beft- An 
cftatc, you know, muft come to her, by the family 
olh ^^^^cnient*- You Ihould direft his choice. , 



ory; 



r/. 



Bygrove. 
This GOmes of hisprefuming td think for himfelf- 
Has he declared himfdf ? 



Mrs. Bromley* 

Ifancy not ; but he hinted fomething to me> about 
^fs a match in my family, 
ill 
ic Bygrove. {looks at hety and /miles') 

^ Why, a match in your family has diverted me of 

Vol. IV. D late 
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late — Fleigho !— It is tlie only thing that has ente 
tained me for a long time. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I have had my fancies too. I fhould like to U 
further, but I am engaged abroad, this mornir 
Can I fet you down ? Will you truft: yourfelf w; 
me ? 

BVGROVE. 

You encourage a fmile. Madam. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

We fliall be the town talk : but let them tal 
what need we mind ? I will juft flep and fay a word 
Neville — You fhould not be too folitary. 

Bygrove. 
So my friends tell me, ^ 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I fhall be with you in a moment, (returns) ] 
you know that we are very like each other in ( 
tempers ? After all, that is the true foundation 
lalling friendfllips. Poor, dear Mr. Bromley ! (^ 
ing^ returns) It was fimilitude of temper brought 
together ; and if ever I could be prevailed up 
again, fimilitude of temper mull do it. Well, y 
have diverted me this morning. Here comes yc 
fon, talk to him now. [^Exi 

Enter Captain Bygrove. 

Bygrove. 
Well, Sir, what brings yoy to this houfe ? 

Ca 
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Capt. Bygrove. 
A morning vifit. Sir; merely to kill half an hour. 

Bygrove. 

, There is nothing I hate fo rhuch as hypocrify. I 
Icnow your errand ; you muft pretend to be in love* 

Capt. Bygrove; 
i. Sir 1 

Bygrove. 

What have you been faying to Lady Jane ? I 
thought I had cautioned you againft prefuming to 
^hink for yourfelf. 

Capt. Bygrove. 
You have been very kind in that wayv 

Bygrove; 

See what forties of your friend Millamour's being 
left to his own difcretion. The afs in the fable, di- 
vided in his choice, and ftili doubting on, till it is 
^00 late to refolve^ gives but a faint image of him, 

Capt. Bygrove. 
And if I, Sir, to avoid his irrefolution • 

Bygrove; 

You are in the oppofite extreme : he thinks too 
much, and never decides. You never think at all, 
and fo refolve without judgement. Take the advice 
of your friends before you come hereto play the an- 
tic tricks of love i to kneel, cringe, fawn, flatter, 

D 2 arid 
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and make yourfelf ridiculous. Do you know enouj 
of the world to judge for yourfelf? Can you tell wl 
they are all doing in the gay fphere of life ? T 
young are all bred up under the veterans of vice ai 
folly. They fee their mothers with autuninal faci 
playing the agreeable, and forgeting that they are 
longer young. The men are advanced beyond 
former bounds, and the women prefs clofe after thei 
A club for the ladies ! intrepidity is now the femj 
charm : to compleat their career, there is nothi 
left but to build a turf Coterie, at Newmarket, a 
ride their own matches, over the four mile courfe 

Capt. Bygrove. 

An admirable pifture. Sirs Dalhwould could r 
colour it higher. 

Bygrove. 

Dalhwould ! an indifcriminate railcr ! I fpeak 1 
your good, and remember, I tell you, you know n 
thing of the world. After all. Sir ; Lady Bell is t 
perfon 1 wifti to fee you married to; — ^go, apd p 
your addreffes to her. I will fettle that matter f 
you : you may then marrythe perfon, to whopi y( 
have not degraded yourfelf, by pining, fighing, lo 
verfes, and I know not what. 

Capt. Bygrove. 
This is all unaccountable tome. Sir. If you w 
but hear m e 

Enter Malviu 

y Bygrove. 

No>/Sir, no i I won't allow you to fetch a finj 
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%h, till I fay the word ; when I give leave, you 
may then go and figh till your heart is ready to break. 
rU hear»nomorej noparlying withme. Leave the 
houfe, this moment. 

Capt. BvGRovE. 
I obey. [Ev//. 

Malvil* 
I interrupt you. 

Bygrove. 

No, no ; I am glad to fee you. Well^ have you 
had any opportunity with the widow ? 

Malvil, 

I have ; fhe furprizes me a little : fhe has dropt the 
ma(k. I did not think fhe had been fo eager to 
marry. We had fome talk about you. You kqow 
my heart : I am always true to my friends : I fee but 
one difficulty : Ihe will never agree to live in the 
country. 

Bygrove. 

The lover need not difpute that point, whatever 
the hufband may do hereafter, 

Malvil^ 

Very true; and befides, though I am not inclined,, 
with tne malicious part of the world, to fufped: her 
virtue, yet this toTvn has tenriptations. It grieves me 
to fee the way^ of this great city ; fine womeh with- 
out principle ; friends without fincerity : rnarriages 
D 3 ta 
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today, divorces to-morrow; whole eftates fct upon 
the caft of a die ; mafquerades without wit or hu- 
mour ; new comedies that make you cry, and trage- 
dies that put you to fltep: It grieves me to fee all 
this. You are in the right to prefer good fenfe and 
tranquility in the country. 

Enter Mrs. Bromley, and Mifs Neville. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

I beg your pardon, gentlemen. Neville, mind 
what I lay to you : doti't let thofe giddy girls go out 
in my abfence \ to walk in the Green Park, or 
run to hideous painters, under pretence of feeing 
odious piftures, that they may have an interview 
with more odious originals. Keep them at home ; I 
will reward your pains. Allcns^y Mr. Bygrove. 
{Exit Bygrove.) Come, Mr. Malvil. 

Malvil. 
Had not I better ftay, and :^ 

\ 

No, noi come now, you may return to her. ^ 

Malvil. {to Mifs Neville.) { 

You f^.e that I ain torn from you 5 but I IW 
return as foon as poffible. [£«[ 



Mrs. Bromley. 



Mifs Neville. 

Tyrannical woman! fome virtues fhe has; f 
they are ovcrftlado^vtd by their oppofite quaUf 
Her love of piaife, is a grofs appetite of flatj^ 
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She opprefTes with kindnefs, and her very ci- 
vilities are fure to be difobliging. Oh! (late of de- 
pendance ! for mere fupport, to be fubjeft every 
Ixour 16 caprice and arrogance ! — Is it pride that 
i-nakes me feel with this fenfibillty ? — No, my heart' 
cran anfwer it is not. 1 can bow to the hand that re- 
lieves me; but I cannot (loop to the fervile office of 
j^arqpering vanity and oftentation, with low and 
flillbme flattery. What does Lady Bell mean by 

talking to me of Sir Harry ? She does it 1 know 

lier goodnefs fhe does it to foften affliftion, and, 

if poffible, divert a mind, deprefled with forrow. 
Sir Harry never threw awa^ a thought on me. He 
tehaves, indeed, with marked civility ; but I don't 
Icnow what to think of him. I muft not afpire too 
high : no, I have no pretenfions. 

E7tUr Lady Jane, 

Lady Jane. 

Mifs Neville, I am very angry with you. What 
is the matter ? Has any thing made you uneafy ? 

Mifs Neville. 

No J I am not remarkable for high fpirits, you 
tnow. 

Lady Jane. 

Why would not you give us your company ? How 
Can you be fo crofs ? That fitter of mine is the ve- 
rieit madcap ! 

Mifs Neville. 
Lady Bell is rather lively to be fure^ 

D 4 Lady 






$6 KNOW YOUR OWN MIND, 

Lady Jane. 

But when (he once begins, fhc hazards every 
thing, and talks fonnctimes like a very libertine. 

Mifs Neviule. 
The overflowing of gaiety, and good humonr. 

Lady Jane. 

I wifti (he would reftrain herfelf a little. Madam 
La Rouge is with her : flie has the fweeteft Point 
eyes ever beheld. I was endeavouring to cheapen 
it, but Lady Bell was fo troublefome i fhe called me 
a thoufand prudes, and will have it that nothing^ 
runs in my head, but a lover. 

Mifs NfiVitLE. 

I don't know but flie may be right. We are apti 
to deceive ourfelves. We talk of vapours, and fid—, 
gets, and retirement, but it is often artful, fly, ia^ 
finuating man, that lurks at the bottom. 

Lady Jane, 
Well, I vow you'll make me hate you, 

Mifs Neville. 

Has Captain Bygrove made no difturbancc in your 

heart ? 

Lady Jane. 

How can you ? You are as great a plague as my^ 
fifter. As I live and breathe, the giddy romp is com^ 
ing. You muft take my part. 



i 
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Enter Lady Bell. 

Ladjr Bell, {repeating) 

Tes, Fm in love, I own it now, 

And Ccelia has undone me ; 
And yet^ Ifwear^ I can't tell bow. 
The f leafing plague ftole on me. 

What would T give to have fome miferable fwain 
talk in that ftyle of me ? " Belinda has undone 
me 5" charming ! 

Mifs Neville. 

-A lively imagination is a bleffing, and you are 
happy. Lady BclK 

Lady Bell. 

I am fo : but then I am not talked of: I am lofing 
all my time. 

Lady Jane. 

Why, you bold creature ! I hate to hear you talk 
^th fo much intrepidity. 

Lady Bell. 

Prudery ! my dear fiftcr, downright prudery ! I 
^nri not for making myfteries of what all the, world 

J^HOWS. 

Lady Jane. 
And how do I make myfteries pray ? 

Lady 
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feed on your damafk cheek/' My damafk cheek, I 
hope, was made for other purpofes. 

Lady Jane. 

Gracious ! there is no bearing this. What a nud 
girl you are ! 

Lady Bell. 

Not in the leaft. A natural charafler. One would 
not, to be fure, tell a hideous man that one loves 
him : but when one has encouraged him by degrees, 
and drawn him on, like a new glove, and perhaps 
done him a mifchief in the. doing it, why then one 
would draw him off again, and may be alk a pretty 
fellow to help a body; and then the wretch looks fo 
piteous, and kneels at your feet ; then rifes in a 
jealous fit. " I take my everlafting farewell -, never 
" to return ; no, never -, what to her ? who cncou- 
** raged me ? encouraged him ? who promifed ? 
'* broke her promife ? 1 ae treacherous, faithlefs, 

'^ dear, deluding" then returns in an inftant ; 

hands dangling; eyes imploring ; tongue faultering; 
*^ Lady Bell, — Lady Bell — when you know that I 

<* adore you" And I burft out into a fit of 

laughter in his face : oh ! that's my joy, my 
triumph, my fupreme delight. 

Lady Jane. 
And is not there a kind of cruelty in all this ? 



# 



Lady Bell. 

Oh ! your very humble fervant, my fweet Lady 
Graveairs. Cruelty ! The difference between you 
and me, fitter, is this; you deny your love to your- 
female friends, and own it to the man; now I deny^ 

ia 



A COMEDY, 6i 

it to him, but among ourfelves, I fairly own that 
Mifs Neville is not more impatient to ^e married to 
Sir Harry, than I to— — 

Mifs Neville, 

Who, I? Spare me, I beg of you. V/hy Sir 
Haxry? 

Lady Jane. 

Now, now, your turn is come. Never fpare her, 
fitter? 

Mifs Neville. 
You muft excufe me, I am not in ipirits for all 
this raillery, (going) 

Lady Jane, 
You flian't leave us. 

Mifs Neville. 

Give me leave j I beg you will. TU go and talk 
to Madam La Rouge. . Perhaps I may liicceed for 
you. [Exit. 

Lady Jane. 
Weil, if you muft go. — How you run on, lifter ! 
And are you really in love ? 

Lady Bell. 
Over head arid cirs. 



Lady Jane* 
With whom ? 



Lady 
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Lady BelL. 

Not with Capt. Bygrove : how alarmed you arc ( 
With Millamour, fifler. 

Lady Jane, 

Fix that roving temper, if you can ; he will be 
on his knees to you, and the firft pair of black eyes 
that enters the room will be through his heart. 

Lady Bell. 

As to that, I give myfelf very little trouble : biit 
if I could once catch him paying his adoration to me^ 
my aunt Bromley does not raife and fink poor Mifs 
Neville's fpirits with fuch exquifite (kill in the art of 
tormenting, as I fhould his. I fhould ufe him as the 
men do their punch j a little more fweet ; a little 
morefower; a little more fpirit; more acid again; 
then perhaps fay it's good for nothing, and then^ 
perhaps 

Lady Jane. 
What? ' 

Lady Bell. 

Sip It up at laft, as you would do at firfl:^ Yovt 
wicked girl, how could you afk me fuch a queftion ? 
Law! what am 1 about? I have a thoufand things 
to do. 

ErJer Mifs Neville, ^z;/^ Madam La. Rbi/cE. 

La Rouge. 

Ah ! my Lady ! always fo gay ; Eriglifll climate 

no 
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no effeft upon you. De manieres de Tarts for all dc 
vorl. Eii veritey vous eft charmante. 

Lady Bell. 

Oh! Madam La Rouge, you fay fuch polite 
things ; but you rob me of all my money. My filler 
is rich : you had better deal with her. Sifter, you'll 
be married before me. (fings) 

" No^ noy he is truey and I believe y i^c. [^Exit. 

Lady Jane. 
Was ever any thing fo crazy ? 

La Rouge. 

It is all vivacite ! and, my Lady, you have ver 
great wit en parlage; vousavez les graces i you have 
de grace i but you no deal vid me. 

Lady Jane. 
I Ihall call at your houfe in Pall-mall. Mifs Ne- 
ville, you joined againft me, I am very angry with 
you. [Exit. 

La Rouge. 
Mademoifelle, I tell you ; perfuade my Lady to 
have de lace, and you come to my houfe, me give 
you ver pretty prelent. 

Mifs Neville. 

Oh ! you have a national talent for, applying a 
little bribery. 

La 
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La Rouge. 
Diantre ; *tis falfe delicatefle. You not know 
de manicres of the vorl. — Ab ! Monjieur Malvil ! 

Enter Malvil* 

Malvil. 
Madam La Rouge. I did not exped this pleafure. 

La Rouge. 

It is always pleafure to fee mes amis ; to fee my 
friends j and I glad to fee you here vid de Lady. 
You have ver good choice. And I can tell you, 
make de dilpatch : you have rival. 

Malvil. 
Rival! 

La Rouge. 

You not know ? Sir Harry have tafte as well asr 
you. Madamoifelle, you are ver great favourite. 

Mifs Neville. 
A favourite ! keep your vivacity for £bme other 
fubjeft: don't make me the town talk. 

La Rouge. 

It is ver true: He come to my houfe in Pall-mall, 
and fay ver fine ting of Madamoifelle Neville, and 
Monfieur Dafli would praife you ver much. 

Malvil. {ajide) 
Ay, his malice is at work. 

La 
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La Rouge. 
Monfieur, you lofe all your tim6— *(^^^j to him and 
fbeaks low,) You wait de fortune from Madam Brom-^ 
ley : Sir Harry vil take her vidout any money at ail. 
Vat you flow for ? 

Malvil* 
Are the apartments kept ready at your houfe ? 

La R0UGE4 

De apartnieht it is ready. You take it two, tree 

Week ago, and pay de rent for noting ^1 leave 

you vid de lady 5 and I go mind nies affaires. Bon 
Voyage* [Exit. 

Malvil. 

1 have difengaged myfelf, to have the honour of 
attending you. 

Mils Neville. 

Your attention is thrown away. Did not I hear 
Mn Millamour's voice? 

^^^ ' MaLvil. 

Yes ; he Came with me ; he iS gone into the next 
foom to pay his compliments to Lady Jane. I am 
forry to fee him for ever diftrafted j always refolving, 
^d yet every day beginning the world over again. 
5^o\i look chagrined, what has difturb'd you ? ' 

Mifs Neville. 
TThe old ftory 5 Mrs. Bromley's eternal whims. 

^OL. IV. E Mal^ 
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MaLvil. 
She is not fpoten of as I could wifti. Goofl na- 
tiired and arrogant, generous and cruel, obliging arid 
oppreffive, at the fame time. 

Mifs Neville. 

There cannot, furely,- be a more diftrefsful (itua- 
tion than to remain under dally obligations, and yet 
not be able to eftccm our benefadrefs. 

Malvil. 
Your delicacy charms me: It has fixed me yOurs. 
I long for nothing fo much, as to fee you out of her 
power. They have a ftrange report about town: 
people will be talking : the whifper goes that Mr. 
By grove, amidft all his grief, is (lily in a hurry for 
another wife. Mrs. Bromley they lay, encourages 
himj and at the fame time has a defign upon my 
friend Millamour. 

Mifs Neville* 
The world is not always ^rong. 

Malvil. 

: Malice will be bufy i and does not ipare the y6ung 
ladies. 

Mifs Nevill£. 

If any thing is faid to their difadvantage, believe 
me, they do not deferve it. 

Malvil. 

I dare fay not : I don't think they are too forward. 

1 arfi 
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1 am fofry to fee, in one of the papers, to-day, a 
character of Sir Harry^ not at all favourable. His 
Kttle follies, his whims, and caprices one does not 
mind : He may walk in Dalhwould's train as long as 
he pleafes j that only makes him ridiculous. But it 
grieves me to hear that perfidj ftains his charafter, 
and, as I am told, the worft ot perfidy : the ruin of 
beauty and innocence, is his ruling paflion* 

Mifs Neville. 
This is very odd : fomebody has been at the trou- 
ble offending me an Anonymous letter to that veryef- 
feft : and why to me ? 1 am not able to decyphen 

Malvil* 

1 don*t like anonymous letters. In general they 
aim at mifchiefj but this perhaps, is meant as a cau* 
tion to you : it muft bq a friend that fent it. 

Mifs Neville* 

No J I can gucfs the quiver from whence that ar- 
row comes* 

Malvil* 
DafliWould, perhaps ? 

Mifs Neville* 
1 don*£ fay that* 

MaLviL* 

Nor I ; I never charge any body ; but upon recol- 

leftion, the letter in the news-paper is imputed to 

him. Mrs. Bromley, Iknowj has no opinion of Sir 

Harry* His defigns, with regard to you, (he does 

E 2 . not 
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not think honourable. My heart interefts me for 
yeu. You know I am all hearr. The plan which 

Mrs. Bromley has propofed Hark ! I think I 

hear Millamour coming. Til follow you up flairs. 

Mifs Neville. 
Oh ! Sir ! you have frighten'd me out; of my wits. 

Malvil. 

She loves Sir Harry, I fee i and yet fhe fhan't flip 
thro* my hands. J can fet on Mrs. Bromley to lead 
her a weary life, and if I can prevail upon Millamour 
to renounce Lady Bell, and marry the widow, my 
bufinefs is done. When Mifs Neville is heartily 
tormented by Mrs. Bromley, affliftion foftens the 
mindj and I may then decoy her away, and ftand 
upon terms with the family. But Dafhwould's wit 
will fly about. No matter : he is a fad fcoundrel, 
and does not mind how he murders reputations. 
So ! here comes Millamour., I rnufl: get clear of him, 
and talk further with Mifs Neville. 

Enler Millamour. 

Millamour. 

From this moment I blot all other woman from 
my memory. Malvil, wifli me joy. The perplexity 
of choice is now at an end. 

Malvil. 
Why, what has happened ? 

Millamour. 

Lovely Lady Jane. And yield her charms of 

mind 
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mind with fweet delay." — i can't ftay to tell you 
now. 

Malvil. 
Nor will I ftay to interrupt your raptures. You 
Icnow, I wifh you fuccefs. [£>/>. 

Enter Lady Bell, 

^ Lady Bell, (reading) 

Who yields too foon, nnuft foon her lover lofe. 
Would you reftrain him long ? then long refufe, 

MiLLAMOUR. (looks at hery andjmiles.) 

There is fomething commanding in that air of vi- 
vacity, 

Lady Bell, (reads) 

'* Oft at your door let him for entrance wait. 
There let him 

How ! Millamour here ! how could you furprize me 
fo ? You horrid thing ! how long have you been 
here? 

Millamour. 
Been, Madam ? — I have been — I have been in the 
next room, paying my refpedls to your filler. 

Lady Bell. 
And never enquired for poor Lady Bell ? 

Millamour. 
Your Ladyfhip wrongs me. You do injuftice to 
your own charms : they can never be forgot. 

E 3 t-.% 
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Lady Bell, 

I fee how it is : the other day you was lifted in my 
fervice, and now a deferter to my fifter ! you are 
right, you would have been upon hard duty with me, 

MiLLAMOUR, 

Any duty but a forlorn hope would be' ■ 

Lady Bell, 

Hope !<! — why fure, you would not have had the 
intolerable afliirance, to entertain the fmalleft degree 
of hope ? My fifler, I fuppofe, has given you fome 
hope. Ay ! that's her way : She moves by fettled 
rules, and fliines with equal light. Now L ■ I am 
a mere comet, I blaze of a fudden ; dazzle for a 
while, then wheel away, and air^ thought of no 
more. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

That gaiety of hers is charming, {afid^^ The 
impreflion your ladyfhip makes— — 

Lady Bell. 

Words \ mere words ; — No 5 1 am a ftrange piece 
of wild nature; never the fame for two minutes to- 
gether. Now, my fifter, Ihe is a Pruffian blue, holds 
her colour, and is always thefame.-^I — I am a more 
changeable filk — I fliift about, and difplay my wit, 
and my folly, fo curioufly blended, that no body can 
tell where one begins, or the other ends, I am not 
worth your notice, (walks y and hums a tune) . 

Mil- 
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MiLLAMOuii. (looking at her) 
She has defcribed herfelf admirably; without va- 
riety, a woman is a downright piece of infipidity. 

L^dy Bell, 
Yes ; I have my whims. Never the fame for two 
minytes together. Now I love to give a fcope to- 
foUy, a^d the men fay, " <;urfe catch her, fhe pleafes 
more, when in the wrong, than other women 
when they are in the right. Then good fenfe is the 
word J and the next moment I can't bear the fa- 
tigue of thinking; why won*t fomebody write a 
comedy to divert me ? Then all fpirit, and I long 
to lead up the ball." 

Ladies y like variegated tulips Jhow, 

'Xij to their wj^nejs all their charms they owe. 

(JingSy and walks about.) 

MiLLAMouR. {aftde) 
Lady Jane is mere mediocrity compared to her. 

Lady Bell. 

Lord ! I run on at a llrange rate. Yours, Mr. 
Miilamour : Au re voir, (going) 

MiLLAMOUR. 

A moment longer : you muft not leave me. You 
polTefs my heart : poffefs it without a rival. 

Lady Bell. 
Hey ! what's the matter now ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Do not trifle with a paflion fincere as mine. 1 
E 4 adore 
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^dore you, my Lady Belli adore your matghlefs 
charms i thus on my knees adore. 

Lady Bell. 

Stay, ftay 5 let me fee what the poet fays, {reads 
quick.) 

. Oft at your door y let him for entrance waity 
There let him kneel j and threaten and entreat. 

There, ftay there j don't offer to ftir. Now put u^ 
both your hands, ancj pray, pray, have cotrpaflion^ 
JLady BelJ, \E.xity laughing. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

She flies disdainful from her lover's view, 
yet looks and bids him, as Ihe flksj purfue^ 



End of the SECOND ACT, 
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ACT the THIRD, 
Efiter Lady Jane, and Capt. Bygrove. 

Lady Jane. 

ND laid his commands upon you to addrefi 
my lifter ? 



Capt. Bygrove, 
Mofl: peremptorily. 

Lady Jane. 
You have obeyed him, I hope. 

Capt. Bygrove. 

You know your power too well; you know that I 
"^m devoted to you, and that my happinefs depends 
xiipon the promife you have made me. 

Lady Jane. 

There, that is always the way with you men : our 
Ihiiles, are fure marks of approbation ; and every 
civil thing we fay, is conllrued into a promife. 

Capt. Bygrove. 
And have not you promifed ? 

Lady Jane, {looks at him^ and /miles) 

Need I anfwer that queftion? How eafily 
frightened you are ! but you have fome reafon to be 
alarmed. Millamour, has been on his knees to me, 
breathing fuch raptures ■> 

Capt. 
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Capt. Bygrove. 
Ay! — who has fet him on? — ^what can be at the 
bottom of this- ?^— And have you liftencd to him ? — 
Here comes Dafh would 3 he perhaps can explain — 

Lady Jane. 
He will only laugh at usi and fo Til make my 
^fcape, {goin^) 

Capt. Bygrove; 
Not to hear Millamour, ^gain, J hope, (fakes ber 
band.) 

Lady Jane. 

Well, well, to pwchafe my liberty, you need not 
fear. 1 have received. his vows, deliyered with fuch 

ardour ! — how terrified you look ? 1 have liftened 

to him, to alarm my fifterwithan i^ea of Millamour's 
growing paflion fpr me. If her jealoufy 'is once 
touched, it may fix her refplution. At prefent, (he 
is as volatile as MiHamour himfelf. 

£»/^r Dashwould. 

^' Dashwould. 

As volatile as Millamour ! what can th^t be ? I 
never knew any thing that would bear a comparifon. 

Lady Jane. 
What think you of myfifter ? 

Dashwould. 

L^dy Bell has her whims. I left her above ftairs, 
in clpfe conference with Millamour ; he has deferted 
your Ladyihip already, Mrs Bromley will be the 

nextj 
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next, I hope : your father. Captain, would grieve 
more for that, than, for his dcceafcd wife. 

Lady Jane. 
And then Mifs Neville's turn nc^y come. 

Dashwould. 
Oh ! no. To fport with her would be inhuma- 
nity. But a brifk widow, is fair game. 

Capt. Bygrove. 
Yes, and it may help to cure my fatherof his folly. 

Lady Jane. 
It would be fport, but I defpair of it. You know, 
^ Mr. Dafhwould, you allow that Millamour has un- 
dcrftanding. 

Dashwould. 
But he does not aft from his ynderftjjnding. Fits 
and ftarts of paflion govern him. If in any onepur- 
fuit of real ufe, he had half the alacrity of minjd, 
with which. he runs on, from one folly to another, he 
would be a man for the ladies to pull caps for. 3ut 
he lives for ever in inconfiftencies. One aftion of 
his life is the fure forerunner of the contrary. Firft 
Malvil is his favourite ! then arm in arm with me. 
Can any two things be more opppfite ? It is the fame 
among the ladies ! they all have him by turns, and 
the whim of one morrient, is.fure to find a ridiculous 
^ntithefis in the next. 

Lady Jane. 
He fat for that pifture. Til fwear. — ^WMl there*s a 
gentleman wants yjur advice, and fo Til leave you 
together. ^ [Exif, 

Capt. Bygrove, 
My dear Dafhwould, you muft aflift me* 

Dash- 
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Dashwould. 
What diftrcfles you ? 

Capt. Bygrove. 
My evil genius is at work. You know what my 
father has refolved upon. Lady Bell is the perfon 
he chufes for me. 

Dashwould. 
I know all that bufinefs : a counterplot of the wi- 
dow's fertile brain, to difappoint Lady Bell, and 
wreak her malice on Millamour. 

Capt. Bygrove, 
But the malice falls on me only. Why will not Mil-» 
lamour know his own mind? Lady Bell loves him, I 
know fhe does. I am thwarted in the tendereft point; 
what muft be done ? 

Dashwould. 
Do as they would have you : you enfure fuccefs. 
Millamour's jealoufy takes fire upon the firft alarm, 
and while the pafllon holds, he will have vigour 
enough to ad decifively. 

Capt. Bygrove. 
May I hazard the experiment ? 

Dashwould. 
It's a fure card. Take my advice. 

' Enter Mifs Neville. 

Mifs Neville. 
Mrs. Bromley's coach has juft flopp'd at the dour : 
had not you better ftep up ftairs, gentlemen ? 

Enkr 
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Enter Sir Harry. 
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Sir Harry, 

Daftiwoiild, you are abfent too long. They arc 
all as dull as a^ funeral^ above flairs. 



Dashwould. (afide to Capt. Bygrove) 

How the Baronet follows Mifs Neville from room 
to room ! — Come, Captain, Fll play a game of pic- 
^T quet with you before dinner. — ^AJlons ! 
^ [Exit with Capt. Bygrove. 



Sir Harry. 
If I might have the liberty, ma'am, tc 



*»^ Mifs Neville. 

' Another time, if you pleafe. Sir Harry. Mrs. 

Bromley is coming : I hear her voice. 



Sir Harry. 

And you promife me the hearing ? 

Mifs Neville. 

You are intitled to it. Sir. I beg you'll leave mc 

now. 

Sir Harry. 
I obey your commands s I am gone ; you'll re- 
member. [Exit. 

Mifs Neville. 
Here flie comes 3 and I think in good humour. 

E^er 
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Enter Mrs* KkoMLEv. 

Mry. fecoMLEY* 

Oh ! lam heartily tired. 1 have been paying vi* 
fits to people who have never been let into my 
houfe, and who, I hope, will never be at honie (ot 
me. I hate thrtn all, but out of civility, we muft 
keep up an acquaintance. Where are the girls i 
Has any body been here ? 

Mifs Neville. 

Mr. Millamour, ma*am, and the reft of the gentle- 
men that dine here : they are alF above ftairs* 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Stupidity ! did not I give orders-— *-'How long 
has Millamouf been here ? 

Mifs Neville. 
About an hour. 

Mrs. Bromley* 

With Lady Bell^ I fuppofe — ^Thou bafe ingri-* 
titude ! and Sir Harry is here too, I reckon. Does 
your match go on ? You fhall go back to the coun^ 
try, I promife you. You'll be the ruin of thofe 
girls. They fhall have no vifitors, when my back is 
turned. Til give orders to all the fervants this very 
moment, ingoing) 

Enter Sir JortJi Millamour. 

Sir John. 

To fee Mrs. Bromley looking fo well— — 

Mrs^ 
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Mrs. MoM^tv. 

You are very polite. Sir. Bufinefs calls me now. 
Sir John; I beg youf pardori. [Exif. 

Sir John. 
Has my fon been here to-day ? 

Mifs Neville. 
He IS above ftairs with Lady Bell, Sir. 

Mrs. Bromley, {within) 
Mifs Neville, Neville, 1 fay. 

Mifs Neville. 

You*ll excufe me. Sir John 5 what can fhe want ? 

iMt. 

Sir John. 

This vifit portends fonie good, I hope. I fliall be 
happy if he has declared himfelt Til ftcp and fee 
what he is about, {^oing) 

JEnter Millamour. 

MiLLAKlOtfR. 

Exquifice ! lovely angel ! ; 

Sir JOHNT. 
Weil ! — how ! — what ! 

Millamour. 

I beg your pardon, Sir i I am aot at leifurc ; I 

am 
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am in the third region ; and can't defcend to the 
language of the nether worlds 

Sir John. 
Then you afe in love, George. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

She is a filler of the Graces, and furpafles the othci 
three. I am fixed 5 unalterably fixed ; and am going 
about the marriage articles diredlly. 

Sir JoHi^. 

They are at my lawyer's, ready engrofled ; and 
only wait for the lad)r's name, to fill up the blanks. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

I know it. Sir : I muft ftep for therti 5 I haive it 
through my heart : 1 feel it here : I am your humble 
fervant. Sir. {going) 

Sir JohjT. 

No, no ; do you ftay here 5 Fll ftep for Mr. Copy- 
hold. The writings fhall be here in ten minutes. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

The fboner the better. Sir. 

Lef thofe love noWy who never lov^d before ; 
LeK thofe who always lov'd, now love the more. 

(ftngs) Loll, tol, loK 
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Enter Malvil. 



Malvil. 
feravo ! you feem in prodigious fplrits. 

MiLLAMOUR. . 

t am fo : t am happy in myfelf, and happy in my 
friends, and happy in every circumftance, and in tip- 
top fpirits, and — my dear Malvil, your's down to the 
ground. 

Malvilj 

, Methinks, I fympathize with you. When our 
friends are happy, the fenfation is w(?ll called a fel- 
low feeling. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

. Malvil, i thank you i your turii of niirid is forriied 
for lafting friendfliips. With DalTiwould it is all 
diflSpation, and giddy mirth, the mere bubble of 
pleafure. To you, I may talk ferioufly. The topic 
of the day is enough for Dafliwould. I can now tell 
ysu, that I fhall be happy for life. But for Dafti- 
"^vould, I ftiould have been fettled long ago. That 
fellow has led me into a thoufand ejrors. 

Malvil. 

He has his ddmirers, and not withoiit reafbn. He 
thinks me his enemy^ but he is miitaken* I never 
Vtarbour refentment. 

Vol. IV* F Mil • 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

You are growing grave, and I am a flight above 
common fenfc at prefcnt. 

Malvil. 

Dafhwould, notwithftanding all his faults, does hit 
the mark fometim^s. I don't ufually laugh at his 
pleafantry ; I don't like to encourage him too itiilch ; 
but it muft be owned, he is often right. Behind his 
back 1 cannot help being diverted by him. He has 
a quick infight into charadters. * 

MiLLAMdUR. 

No want of penetration there, 

Malvil. 

No, no ; he fays, and perhaps rightly, your livel^^ 
ladies often want common prudence ; and giddy i^m 

'the.purfuitofpleafure, they are frequently miferabl ( 

in the end. 

MiLLAMOUR, 

But Lady Bell's good fenfe, that refinement of a ^- 
derftandlng- 

Malvil. 

There are falfe refinements ; the (hadow for xhc j 
fubftance. Who is it that obferves, we all difcover I 
early fymptoms of the difcafe, by which our minds |oi 
and bodies go to ruin ? 



MiLLAMOUR. 

Po ! with Lady Bell there can be no rifle. 
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Malvil. 

i don't kuoW whether Dalhwould is good autho- 
rity .-^You Know him befti He fays — — 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Well! . 

Malvil* 
He is a flirewd obferver. 

MiLLAMpUR* 

Nobody inore fo. 

MALVIt. 

tfhfe ha§]a regard for any body^ it is for you. Yon 
are the only m^n I never heard him fpeak ill of. A 
match with Lady Bell is not to Kis mind. He 
talked ferioufly on the fubjeft. Has not he told you ? 

MiLLAMOUR. , 

Not a fylUble 

Malvil. 

I Wonder at that* Lady Bell, he fays, fliew'd her- 
felf early. Impatient of advice, attentive to nothing 
but her beauty ! whole days at her looking glafs— 7I 
repeat his very .words— he .feemed to fpeak out of 
downright regard for you. — At her toilette every fea- 
ture had its inftruftions how to look i but no in- 
ftruftion for the mind. And then, fays he/ that ter- 
rible love of g^irping ! 

F 2 Mil- 



84 KNOW YOUR OWN MIND, 

MiLLAMOUR. 



Gaming. ! 



MalviL. 



Don't you know it ? I can't fay I ever f^w it my 
fclf. Time will determine her charafter. 

MlLLAMOUH. 

If Ihe loves gaming, it is pretty well determine 
already. 

Malvil. 
Perhaps not : I ftill hope for the bcfft. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

. Why yes j a man of fenfe may form her mind, and 
then the gentler afFeftions may take their turn* 

Malvil: 
The very thing I faid.—- But our pleafant frienc 
had an anfwer ready — Gentle afFeftions, fays he 
don't you fee that it is with people that once Iov( 
play, as with perfons addifted to ftrong cordials i the] 
never return to cooler liquors. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

There is Ibme truth in that. I am forever oblige 
to you. It is ingenuous, it is friendly of you, t 
convey the hint. 

Malvil. 
Don't build too ftriuch upon it. I havq told youm 
author ; and you know hh way : he may deny it al 

Mil 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

Shall I talk to him ? 

Malvil. 

I don't know what to fay to that. In his vein of 
pleafantry, he may give it another turn, 

MiLLAMOUR. 

He mayfo. lam glad to know all this. But 
my Lady Jane, there's a model for her fex to imitate^ 

Malvil. 

Have you watched her well ? People Ihould appear 
what they really are. Let a precipice look like 
a precipice. When cove rd over with flowers, it only 
ferves to deceive the unwary. Mrs. Bromley has 
been very qornmunicative about Lady Jane, 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You alarm me. My dear friend explain; 

Malvil. 

To do Lady Bell juftice, fhe is above difguift. 
And tho' ftie has her faults, I have feenher pleafc 
by thofe very faults. 

MiLLAMOUR. {/miling) 
Andfo have L Her very blemifhes are beauty fpots. 

Malvil. 
No franknefs about the youngeft girl. It is frind- 
' F 3 (hip 
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ftip for you that makes me fpeak. Her charafter i% 
all forced, ftudied, piit oh with her rouge, 

MillAmour. ^ 
Does flie paint ? 

Malvfl. 
A little 5 the prudent touch. I am forry for hep. 
When fhe is fettled in the world, many qualities, 
whicli now lie conceakd, will break out into open 
day-light. 

MlLLAMOUR. 

What a maflied battery there will be %o play qfF 
upon a htjfband! 

Malvil. 
Their aunt told me all in confidence, Yota may 
judge how painfull it is to her. I have known the 
family for fome tin^e. I can't but be forry for the 
young ladies; 

MiLLAMOUfe. 

And fince this is the cafe, I don't care how little I 
know of them, or their family. 

Malyil. 

No occafion to qua^rel with the^ farrji)y. Grea^ 
merit about Mrs. Bromley. She made an admir-r= 
able wife, and that at an early period. She was bu^ 
feyenteen when fhe married. 

Mill amour. 

No more? 

Mai^- 
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Malvil. 

Not an hour : Ihe is not thirty : an eftate In her 
own right, and the command of half a borough. No 
oppofition there ; the old houfes have the votes. A 
man may gee a feat wichput trouble. Does not Sir 
John wa-nt to fee you in parliament ? 

MlLLAMOUR. 

Yes, It would give him pleafure, 

Malvijl: 

Well, you will judge for yourfelf. Were I as 
you, I fhould know what courle to take. Here ftie 
comes ! a good fine woman ! a man may there fit 
down to hh happinefs at oncp, 

^nfer Mrs. Buomley. 

Mrs* Bromvey. 
Mr. MiUamour, {curtfies) Mr. Malvil, what 
have'you don^ with Mr Bygrove ? 

Malvil* 

I parted with him where you fet us down, {(peaks 
io her aftde) I have talked to MiUamour, and 1 
^Hink it wiU do, ^ 

Mrs. BROMLEYi 

Co you up ftairs. (aftde to Malvtl). 

Malvil^ 

How charmingly you look! like Lady Bell's 
^Ideft fitter! 

F 4 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bromley, 
Po ! you are laughing at me, 

Malvil. 

Not I truly : I appeal to Millamour. Til take 
the liberty to join the company above. (aJidetQ 
Millamour) She is the beft of the family. [£;c//, 

Mrs. BrOxViley. 

A valuable man Mr Malvil is ! He has a great 
cfteem fpr you. Sir, His fincerity is unequalled. 
You feepi thoughtful, Mr. Millamour. 

Millamour. 

Thoughtful, Ma'am! — There are certain fubjefts 
that — what Malvil fays is true — A man may marry 
her, and fit down to his happinefs at once, (ajide) 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Sir John has, been faying a great deal ifo me about 
you. 

Millamour. 

Has he, Ma'am ? — I here is acircymflance, which 
he is as yet a ftrangcr to — a circurnftance, which tq 

communicate, will perhaps It is what I have long 

>vifhed, and ? 

Mrs. Bromley, 
'yaultering! hefitating! (afide) I interrupt you, 

Millamour. . 
There is a circurnftance. Ma'am — the affair is—; 

My 
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My father for a long time -Sir John, for a long 

rime Sir John has wiihcd ■ ■ 

Mrs, BROMi.py, 
Tq fee you inarried ? 

MitLAMOUR. 

To fee me married. Ma'am — and — 'he has-^hc has 
wiflicd it much. — And a fettlement, by way of join- 
ture — long ready for the Lady's name — that is — any 
lady, who fhall honour me with her aQ^^dion^— - 



lady, wh< 
gnd— 



Mrs. Bromley. 
No lady can be infenfible of your pretenfions. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You are very good, Ma'am ; and after long obler- 
vation, and a lading paffion grafted on it, which, 
tho' filent hitherto,— yet working fecrctly— when 
difclofed at length— may to the perfon in the world 
-—who already formed by experience, may in ev^ry 
reipeft — and if without prefuming too far • , 

Mrs. Bromley. 
What a delicate eonfufion he is in. (afide) 

MiLLAMOUR. 

And if this paper. Ma'am ^ 

Mrs. Bromley, {takwg the paper) 
When given by you^ Sir - 

tenter 
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Enter Bygrove. 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Pervcrfe and cruel ! {walks aftde) 

Bygrove. 
You.boUi look grave s nothing amifs, \ hope^ 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Every thing is as it fhould be. Sir, 

MiLLAMOi^jt. (ajide} 
Not if he knew all. 

Bygrove. 
Sir John has been complaining——^ 

Mr$. Bromley. 

Pafs that by ; advife your own fon i had not yoi 
better ftep up flairs ? Mr. Millanfiour will do whai 
is right. (Jmiltng at him) You n>ay leave it all t< 
him^ truit to his judgement. 

Entev Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry. 

Millamour, I have fuch a ftory for you : Malvi 
and Dafliwould have been quarelliug about you 
and 

Bygrove. 

Po ! and here they all come ; I knew the fubftanc( 

coulc 
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o\ild not be far off, when the fha^ow projefted be-P 
^reit. 

iMter Lady Bell, Dashwould, and Malvil* 

Lady Bell. 

Mr. Dafhwould, do you think PU bear this ? What 
iberty will you take next ? You think, becaufe I 
laugh, that I am not offended. — —Aunt, I received 
^ letter, and he has attempted to fnatch it from me. 

Dashwould. 
Why it brings a little cargo of ridicule from the • 
country, and my friend Malvil fees no joke in it, 

Malvil. 
When my friend's name is brought in queftion. 

Lady Bell. 

It is diverting notwithftanding.— Aunt, what 
fio you think ? My coufin Cynthia, you know, was 
to be married to Sir George Squanderftock ; hermo- 
ther oppofed it, and broke off the match, and now 
it's come oiit, that fhe was all the time the clandeftine 
Tiyal of her own daughter. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

I^ot Inapplicable to the prefent bufinefs. (cifide) 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Gp, you giddy girl, no fuch thing ! 

Mil- 
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MiLLAMOUK. (aftde) 
She charms by her very faults. 

Sir Harry, {goes up to Bygrove,) 
And Dafhwouldhas been fayin g 

BYGROVEr^- 

Po ! repeat none of his fayings to me. 

Lady Bell. 

Did you fay any thing Mr, DaftwQuId ? What 
was it ? 

Dashwould. 

Oh ! nothing. Sir George Scjuanderftock is my 
very good friend. 

Malvil. 

And for that reafon, you might fpare him. No 
man is without his faults. 

Dashwould. 
Ay, allow him faults, out of tendernefs, 

Bygrove. 

Sir George is a valuable man. Sir, and reprefents 
Kis county to great advantage. ' 

Dasiiwould. 

He does fo ; takes a world of pains i nothing cai> 
efcape him ; Manilla ranfom not paid i there mud 
b^ a motion about that matter: he knots his hand- 
kerchief 
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kerchief to remember it. — Scarcity of corn ! another 
knot — triennial parliaments — {knots) Juries jud- 
ges of law as well as fad {knots) national debt 
{knots) bail in criminal cafes {knots) and fo on 
he goes, till his handkerchief is twifted into queftions 
offtate ; the liberties and fortunes of all pollcritj 
dangling like a bede roll j he puts it in his pocket, 
drives to the ^ming table, and the next morning 
his handkerchief goes to the walh, and his country 
•and the minority arc both left in the fuds% 



i: 



Lady Bell^ 
"What a defcription ! 

Sir Harry. 
Key ! lively Lady Bell ! 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Ho ! ho! I thank you, Dafhwould^ 

Mrs. BrOM^-EY. {dfide to MlLtAMQUR.) 

How can you encourage him ? Let us leave 'cm 
t^ themfclves. 

Malvil. 
You fee, Mr. Bygrpve-— *« 

Bygrov?. 

Ay ! thus he gets a ftory to graft his malice upon, , 
^nd then he fets the tablp in a roar at the next taverti. 

Sir Harry. 

Neve'r be out ofhumour with Dafhwould, Mr. By- 
grove 3 he keep? me alive i he has been exhibiting 

piftures 



I 



^4 KNOW YOUR OW^ MliSTD, 

pi£hires of this fort all the morning, as wc rambl( 
about the town* ^ 

t)ASHWdULb4 

Oh! noj no pifturesi 1 have Ihewn him re 
life. 

Sir iiAKkr. 

Very true, Caihwould : and now mind hims 1 
will couch them ofF to the life for you, 

Mrs. Brolmey. 

Millamour fo clofe with Lady Bell ! the fon^ai 
importunity of that girl, (afide^ and goes to Mill^ 

MOUR.^ 

©ASHWOULD. 

There is pofitively no fuch thing as going-aboi 
this town, without feeing enough to fplit your fide 
with laughing* We called upon my friend Sir Voh 
tile Vainlove: he, you know, ftiines in all polii 
aflemblies, and is, if you believe himfelf, of the fir 
charafter for intrigue. We found him drinking Vj 
lerian tea for his breakfaft, and putting on fal 
calves. 

Sir Harry. 

And the confufion he was in, when we enterc 
the room ! 

Dashwould. 

In the next ftreet, we found Jack Spiobr^, a c< 
lebratcd poet, with a kept miftrefs at his elbow, wrii 
rng lampoons for the news-paper ; one momer 
murdering the reputation of his neighbours, and th 

ne2 
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next a fuicide of his own.— We faw a young heir, not 
yet of age, granting annuity bonds, arid five Jews, 
and three Chriftians, duped by their avarice to lend 
nnoney upon them. A lawye r 

Sir HaIiry. 
Hear, hear 5 it is all true. I was with him. 

Dashwould. 

A lawyer taking notes upon Shakefpeare: a deaf 
Nabob ravifhed with mufick, and a blind one buying 
piftures. Men without talents, rifing to preferment, 
and real genius going to -a jail. — ^An officer in a 
niarching regiment with a black-eye, -and a French 
^air-drefler wounded in the fword arm. 

Sir Harry. 

Oh ! ho ! ho ! by this light I can Vbuch for every 
>^ord. 

By GROVE. 

Co on> Sir Harry, ape your friend in all his fol- 
^i^s ; be the nimble marmozet, to grin at his tricks, 
^'^d try to play them over again yourfelf. 

Sir Harry. 

Well now, that is too fevere : Dafhwoiild, deferfd 
^^^^ from his wit. You know I hoard up all your good 
^Hings. 

Dashwould.' 
You never pay me in my own torn, Sir Harry : 
^ry now j who knows but you willfay fomething ? ' 

Mal- 
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Malvil, 
Friend or foe it is all alike. 

Lady Bell, (coming forward) 
And where is the mighty harm ? I like pulling tc 
pieces of all things. 

MiLLAMOUR. {following Lady Sell.) 

To be fure it is the life of converfacion. Does yoi 
^^dyfhip know Sir George Squanderftock's fiftcr ? 

Lady Bell. 
1 have feen her* 

MiLLAMOUli. 

She is a polidcian in petticoats ; a fierce republi- 
can ; (he tsdks of the dagger of Brutus, while fhe fet- 
tles a pin in her tucker j and fays more about fliip- 
money, than pin-money. 

Bygrove. 
And now you muft tiun buffoon ? 

Dashwould. 
I know the lady ; (he fcolds at the loyalifts, ^ 
Cps againft the aft of fettlement, and has the fidj 
for magna chana. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

She encourages a wrinkle againft bribery; . 
her fan at the mmiftry, and bites her lips at tj 
and a /landing army. 
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Malvil, 
Mr. BygrdvCi will you bear all this ? 

^ler Mifs Neville^ and vibjfpers Mrs. Bivomlet* 

Mrsk Bromley* 

Very well, Neville, Til tome prelently. 

:[£vr/ Mifs NEviLLi* 

MALviLi (/(?$yb^^jj.^/.Mifs Nbville.) 

1 (hall ftay no longen Mr. Bygrove, will yoi» 
Walk? lExii. 

fiyOROVE^ 

Noi Sir, 1 ftiall not leave the enwiy In this roont 
behind itae : a had tranflator of an antient poet, is not 
to fure to deface his original^ as his licentious ftrain 
to diiparage every charaftcr. 

DASHWOULd* 

Sirllarryj he^;\^ill neither give, nor take a jokc# 

Sir Harry* 
No, I told Jrou fo. 

Bygrovb. 
Let mc tell you once for all. Sir ' ■* • 

Dashwoulp* 
1 wifli you would* 

Vol. IV. G By- 
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Bygrove. 
Why interrupt ? Do you know what I was going 
to fay ? 

Dashwould* 
No^ do you ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

ril leave 'erti all to themfelves. ^ {Steals ouL 

Mrs. Bromley, {ajide) 
Millamourgone! {Exit. 

Bygrove. 

And what does all this mighty wit amount tc^ 
The wit in vogue, expofes one man ; makes anothe 
expofe himfelf J gets into the fecrets of an intimat 
acquaintance, and publifhes a ftory to the world 
. belies a friend ; puts an anecdote, a letter, an <?pi 
gram into the news-paper ; and that is the wlial< 
amount of modern wit. 

Dashwould. 
A ftrain of morofe inveftive is more diverting, tc 
be fure. 

Bygrove. {looking about for Mrs. Bromley.) 

Well, Sir, we'll adjourn the debate. You may go 
on ; mifreprefent every thing ; if there is nothing 
ridiculous, invent a ftory : and when you have done 
it, it is but a cheap and frivolous talent. Has a lady 
a good natural bloom ? Her paint muft be an ex- 

penfiYe 
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J)ehfive article. Does fhe look grave ? She will fin 
the deeper. Is fhe gay and affable ? Her true cha- 
rafter will come out at the Commons. That is the 
the whok of your art, and 1 leave you to the praftice 
ofit. {going) 

DASHWOULb. 

Satyrical Bygrove ! now the widow has him in 
low; 

Bygrove. (turning back) 

Could not you ftay till my back was fairly turned ? 

l^Exih 

Dashwould; 
What a look there was ! 

Lady BELt. 

At wliat a rate you run on ! you keep the field 
againfl: them all* 

Dashwould. 
Sir Harry, ftep up> and watch him with the 
widow. 

Sir Harry. 
I will I don't ftay too long. 

Dashwould. 
hi follow you: and hark, makfe yoUf p^rty 
feood with Mifs Neville. 

Sir Harry; 
. Vqu fee. Lady Bell, a fling at every^ bodf. {Exit. 

G 2 Dash- 
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Dashwould. 

The Baronet does not want parts ; that is to fay, 
he has very good materials to play the fool with. I 
(hall get him to many Mifs Neville. 

Lady Bell, 

Bring that about, and you will for once do a fer 
rious adion, for which every body will honour you, 

Dashwould. 

In the mean time, do you watch your aunt ]l^om« 
ley; Ihe is your rival. 

Lady Bell. 
Rival ? That would be charming. 

Dashwould. 
It is even fo. Now Millamour^s underftanding is 
good, but his paflion's quick: if you play yo«r 
cards right—— • 

y Lady Bell. 

Are you going to teach me how to manage jL 
man ? 

Dashwould, 

Coquettry will never fucceed with him. A quick— 
fand doies not ftiift fo often as his temper. You mu(t 
take him at his word, and never give him time to 
change, and veer about* 

Lady Belj.* 
Totally out of nature* 
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Pashwould. 
Oh ! vciy wcU. I give up the point. {Exit, 

Lady Bell* 
You may leave the man to my management. My 
kUnt Bromley rival me ! that would be delightful. 

Enter Lady Jane* 

Lady Bell. 
WcU.fifter! 

Lady Jane. 
Can you be ferious for a moment ? 

Lady Bell. 
Well, the folemnity of that look ! Muft I let my 
^ce by yours, and contraft a wrinkle, by a formal 
<3economy of features:^ which you, like the reft of the 
S^orldj miftal<.e for wildom ? 

Lady Jane.. 

Will you hear me ? They are hurrying this match 
^oo faft, I think. Sir John is come, and his lawyer 
is expefted every moment. He wants to conclude 
^he affair this day, and my aunt does not oppofe ijU 
Xut I don't like all this hurry. 

Lady Bell* 
And why need you be concerned about it ? 

Lady Jane.. 

Do you think Millamour capable of love I 

G 3 Lady 
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Lady Bell, 
For the momenf . It will be difficult to fix hir 

, Lady Jane. 
What vyould you have me do ? 

Lady Bell^ 
Po ?—— Nothing, 

Lady Jane. 
How filly ! you know it is not my feeking. 

Lady Bell. 

What are you about? Talking in your fle< 
again ? I .ady Jane, wake yourfelf. What haye y< 
taken into yoyr head ? 

Lady Jane. 

Why fince Mr. Millamour has prevailed wi 
me— — - 

Lady Bell. 

His afFeftions then are fixed upon you ? — —Wl 
the man has been dying at my feet, with a face 
rueful as a love elegy, 

Lady Jane. 
You will perrnit rne to laugh in my turn, 

Lady BeLL. 
Oh ! I can laugh with you, and at you, and at hli 
too. This gives ipirit to the bufinefs : here are di 
^ fieultlc 
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ficulties, and difficulties enhance viftory, and viftory 
is triumph. 

Lady Jane. 

Very well ! oh ! brave ! laugh away ! you will be 

undeceived prefently. If this does not take^^ I am 

attheend or my line. ' [£^//. 

Lady Bell; 

What does all this mean ? Rivall'd^ outwitted by 
myfifter! Infupportable ! This begins to grow 
ferious, * 

Enter Millamour. 

Mill AMOUR. 

'Sdeath ! flie here ! Sir John is quite impatient; 
and I am going for his attorney. 

Lady Bell. 

And Lady Jane is impatient too : fhc is the ob- 
jeft of your choice, ' 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Lady Jane ! you are pleafant, very pleafant. 

Lady Bell. 
She has told me with inflexible gravity ! 

^ MiLLAMOUR. 

She is a great wit ; and great wits have great 
q^icknefs of inventions and*fo a ftory is eafily' 
defied up, I could crack my fides with laughing, 
^f trifling civilities have, been received as a declara- 
tion of love 

' G 4 Lady 
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Lady Bell. 
And IS that the cafe ? Very whimfical indeed, 

MiLLAMOUR, 

Yes, very whimfical ! I am eternally you 
ma'am, and I am on the wing, and your Ladyihij 
adorer, (^oing) 

Enter Lady JanTb. 

Lady Jane, (afide) 

Now to plague *eni both,— *Sifter^ you may hear 
from himfelf, 

MiLLAMOVRf 

Confufion ! 

Lady Bell. 
That lady. Sir, has the ftrangeft notion.^-—- 

Lady Jane. 
You will be fo good as to explain all to my fift 

MiLLAMOUR. iaftde) 

Both upon me at once. -Lhave explaine 

madam, and all further talk about it is unneceflTaq 

Lady Bell, 
Only to fatisfy her euriofity. 

Lady Jane, 
To fliew my fifter her miftake* 

Mi 
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MuLAMOuR. (to Lady Jane) 
I have made every thing clear, ma'am. — (to Lady 
Beit) Have not I; Lady Bell ? And a — {turns to 
Zjidy Jam) tvtTY thittg HO**' is upbh a proper foot- 

Lady Jane. 
Very well j only give her to underftand— — • 

McLLAKfdUft. 

Your underftanding is admirable, {turns to Lady 
Bell) I told you (he would talk in this flyle. (turn^ 
to Lady Jane) You arc perfeftly right, and nobody 
underft:and3 things better, {turns to Lady Beil) No* 
body whatever, {looks and laugbs at both by turns) 

Lady BctL. 
But give me leave. You muft fpeak out, Sin 

MiLLAMOuR. {ajide to Lady Bell) 
Never argue about it, it is not worth your whilp. 

Lady Janp. 
There i^ fome myftery in all this. 

MlLLAMOUR. 

No J all very clear: (to Lady Jane) drop it fop 
t^e prefent. 



Lady Bell. 
3But I defire no doubt may remain. 

Lady Jane. 
^nd I don't like to be kept in fulpenfc. 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

Diftradion! I am. like a lawyer, that has taken 
fees on both fides. You do me honour, ladies ; but 
upon my foul, I can't help laughing. It will divert 
Ds fortie day or other, this will. Oh ! ho ! ho I I 
fiiall die with laughing, {breaks from them) 

Enter Mrs. Bromley> and Sir John> 

Mrs. Bromley, 
What is all this uproar for ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Another witnef§ of my folly ! {runs to the other Jide) 
Enter Dashwould, 

Dashwould/ 
"Millamour, I give you joy. Mr. Copyhold, your 
attorney, is come with the deeds. What's 'the 
matter ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

The ftrangeft adventure ! I can't ftay now. The 
ladies have been very pleafant. You love humour, 
and they have an infinite deah I'll come to you in 
a moment. [Exit^ 

Sir John. 
George, don't run away : let us finilh the bufinefs. 

Dashwould. 
If he fays he'll marry, you may depend upon 

him 
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^him. A poet, determined to write no more, or a 
gamefter forfwearing play, is not fo fure to keep his 
firord. I wifh I may die, if I don't think bim asrmnch 
to be relied iipon as a prime minifter. 

Lady Bell. 

iVunt ? Would you believe it ? The deniure Lady 
Jane — (hurfts into a laugh) She has taken fuch a 
£ancy into her head ! Millamour Ihe thinks is up tp 
the eyes i|i lov^ with h^r, 

Mrs: Bromley. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! poor Lady Jane ! 

Lady Jane. 
And my fitter's pride is hurt. She qarries it with 
an air, as if (he had made a complete conqueft. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

How ridiculous the girls are ! your fon has open'd 
his rpind to you. Sir John ? 

Sir John. 

He has, and I approve of his choice. I hope it is 
Jis agreeable to you, as to his father. 

Mrs. Bromley. 
I don't know how to refufe my confent. ' 

Enter Bygrove, lifiming. 

Bygrove. 
What does all thrs mean ? 

Dash- 
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Dasrwould. 
AsIcouMwifh. There he is. {femg BirGRi>VEj 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Since it has your approbation, Sir John, Ibehcve 
Imuft yield my confent. I never thought m nwny 
s^ain, but fince you will have it f a 

Sir JoFTJr. 

Lady Bell I underftand, is willing to» da mc the 
lionour of being my daughter in lawc 

Lady Bell. 
Oh! bo! hot ho! this makes amends for alL 
My dear Aunt Bromley, are you impofed upon ? Did 
you liften to the traitor's vows ? T he^dearj, pcrfb 
diaus ? {laughs violently^ 

Dashwottld. 

He will fbon be fettled. Sir John> fince there an 
now three rival goddefTes contending for him. Mr 
Bygrovc^ you arc come in good time. 

Bygrove. 

What fooFs part are you to pl^ now ? (ccmin 
forwards) 

Mrs. Bromley^ 

Sir John, I defire I may not be made your fporl 
Have not I here, under his hand, a declaration of hi 
mind J here, in this copy of verfes, given tx> me b 
himfelf, an ean\eft of his affe<^ion ? 

Lad 
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JLady Bst^ 

Tcrfcsl Aunt? 

Terlbtoyou? 

V^cs to me« only hear. Sir Johiu (reads) 

''IhQk%andIfigFJ,MdIwiflMIcMLifp^:' 
^ And fain would b(V9e^aid adoratiim^ 

Lady Bell. 

Stay, ftayi mine begin the fame way. {iaJkeio(»t 
$papcr) 

Xady Jante, 
The very wordj of mine, (fakes out a faper) 

Mrs« Bromley. 
Will thofe girls have done ? [reads) 

^ But when I endeavoured the matter to h^ak^\ 

Lady Bell, (reads) 
* StilltbenlfaidleaftofmypaJJion:* 

Mrs. Bromi^ev. 
Will you be quiet ? {reads) 
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I/wore to my/el f '■ 
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Lady Bell, {reads f aft) 
*^ AndreJoWdlwouldtrji 

Mrs. Bromley, and Lady Bell, {reading iogethet — 
*^ Some way my poor heart to recover** 

Lady Jane^ Lady Bell, and Mrs. Bromley; 
(reading eagerly together.) 
'* But that was all vain, for IJooner could ^e^ 
^* ihan live with forbearing to love beri* 

Lady Bell. 

Oh ! ho ! h6 ! ho ! Mr. Dafliwouldj what a pic«if 
•f work has he made ? 

Dashwould. 
And the verfes copied from Congrev^; 

Lady Sell* 
Copied from Congreve ! / [laughs heartily) 

Mrs. BromIe Yi 
There, Sir John, there is your Ton's behaviour ! 

Dashwould. 

There, Mr. Bygrove, there is the widow's beh^"^ 
yiour. 

Bygrove. 
And now, Mr. Dafhwould, now for your wit. 

Mrs^ 
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Mrs. Bromley, (to Sir Johjj.) 
lam not difappointed in the leaft. Sir. 

Sir John. 
I never was fo cover'd with confufion! 

Lady Bell: 
I never was fo diverted in all my days?. 

Dashwould. 
He has aded with great propriety upon this ogca?* 

Mrs. Bromley. 

He has made himfelf very ridiculous. He hasex- 
pofed nobody but himfelf. Contempt is the only 
paffion he can excite. A crazy^ mad, abfurd 

(tearing the paper) 

Lady Jane. 
An intonftant, wild, irrefolutc — (tears the paper) 

' ' Lady Bell. 

Ha! ha! ha! fo whimfical a charadcr. [kijfestbe 
paper) 

Mrs. Broml'ey. [throwing the fragments about) 

This behaviour will give him prodigious luftre. 
l^e will Ihine after this* 1 hope his vifits will ceafc 
^tthishoufe. 

By- 
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(BvoltQVE* ping Up to Mr^i RrOmley.) 

Ifever you marry again, limilitude of temper mujfl 
4o it* 

Mrs. BuoMLeV* 
DiftraAioft ! muft you plague mt too ? 

Bygrove* 
You have appeared with an.airj but it W^s alfe 
^ruggling. • 

Mrs. Bromley. 
I cannot bear this* 

BygroViS. 
.Heaven kiipws how you have ftruggled 1 

Mrsi Bromley* 

And you too? (mimicks him) ** A match in ydfiii* 
family has divertedme of late.'* , I renounce you all^ 
Come^ Lady Bell, Lady Jane, and let U5 leave thenm 
to themfelvcs. ' {Exiti 

Lady Jane* 
You would not believe me, fiften [Exits 

Lady Belb* 
Oh! this to me h as, good as a comedy. ^Extt^ 

Dashwould, (to Bygrove.) 
What fliall I give you for your chance ? ' 
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ByoRovE. 
More than V\l give you for your wit. And there's 
"OUT arlfWer. \^Exif. 

Dashwould* 
The old pike is hooked, and ftruggle^ ftill at the 
jnd of her line. 

Sir John, 

Mr, Dalhwould, fpeak to this filly yoiing man, 
"You have influence over him. Keep him to dinner. 
Yoilwill forever oblige me. I mufl: go and pacify 
the Indies.. iExiU 

Dashwould. 

Poor Millamour ! Dryden has painted him to a 

tair. 

Blefl: madman, who can ev'ry hcur employ. 
With fomcthing new to wilh, or to enjoy. 
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ACT the F O UH T H, 

Enter Dashwould, and Sir Harry. 

Dashwould* 

THIS way. Sir Harry. While they are all en- 
gaged in the pleafures of the table, I want s 
word with you in private. 

Sir Harry^ 

*With that face of importance ! what is comin_ 
now ? 

•^ Dash'^ould. 

Liften to me : know a little of thefubjeft, brfo _ 
you give your opinion. 

Sir Harry. 
I am all attention. 

Dashwould. 
Did you mark Mifs Neville, at dinner ? 

Sir Harry. 

You know I did. And when Mrs. Bromley raileci 
at he r 

Dashwould. 
She railed at her with a littlenefs of fpirit, tha.« 
difgraced wealth and affluence, and gave to povert>^ 
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the fupefibr.charafter. You rtiufl have feen in the 
behav^iour of that giri, though treated with pride and 
arrogancej a projpriety that was elegant, and went 
even further ; it interefted every heart for hen She 
is the beft of the group. Were I, at the head of fuch 
a fortune as yoUrs, to choofe a wife, fhe fhould be 
the objeft of my afFedion. 

Sir Harry* 
Vou hive fonie fchcnne in all this, 

DashWouj-d. 

I have 5 to ferve you; I fhould mortify the pride 
bfMrs. Bromley, by placing a valuable, but help - 
lefs, young lady upon a level with her at once^i ' 

Sir HARkY. {burjls intQ a laugh) 
This is t6 end in fome joke. 

Dashwould. 

. Wait for thie wit before you laugh. 1 am in fe- 
rious earneft. Her underftanding is the beft aitiong 
them. The others are all artificial \ fhe is a natural 
Character J and if I am not miftaken, has a heart. If 
I wanted heirs to my eftate, fhe fhould be the mother 
<>f my children. 

Sir Harry. 

. Were I to be the dupe of all this, how you would 
laugh at me? Ha! ha! ha! I know you too well. 

Dashwould. 

Again! laughing without the provocation of a 
H 2 joke. 
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joke Don't be the dupe of your own onining. I 
icnow you love her j and will it not be a generofity 
worthy of you, to extricate merit out of diftrefs I 
Nay, the merit which you admire? The qikcrit 
which would do honour to the choice of any man in 
England? 

Sir Harry. 
Well, I cannot contain, (laughs hearftly) 

Dashwould. 
What's the matter ? 

Sir Harry. 

The fcrape in which you involved Millamour witrfc 
the widow ! 

Dashwould. 

Foolifli! that was Malvil's doing. You'll hear 
more of it by and by. There is an underplot in all 
his adlions. I advile you for the beft. Here is a lady 
in queftion, untainted by the faftiions of the age.^-- 
Make her your own. She has no fortune j what 
then ? Shew yourfelf fuperior to the fordid yic^ 
that gOYcrn the little mercenary fpfrits of the world. 

Sir Harry. (Jaughs) 

I have juft recolleffted what you faid of Jack In- 
voice, upon his marriage. 

Dashwould. 
Jack Invoice ? He never was intended for any thing 
but to be laughed at. Upon the death of a richu 
uncle inihc city, he comes to the Weft-end of the^ 

town^ 
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«:own, with a plumb in his pocket, and not an idea in 
^is head ; marries a fantaftical woman of rank, and 
"^vith a fovereign contempt of all his former acquain- 
tance, mixes with Lords and people of quality, \«^ho 
•^in his money, and throw his wig in the fire to divert 

themfelves. He laughs at their wit, and thinks 

tiimfelf in good company. 

Sir Harry. 

Admirable! you have him to a hair, [laughing 
heartily) 

Dashwould. (laughing^ 

Hey ! the pidlure is like. — {laughs) Pretty well, 
^s not it? 

Sir Harry. 

Oh! ho! ho! the very thing! poor Jack Invoice ! 
rou have hunted him down. 

Dashwould. 

Have I ? {laughs) Yes, I think I have been 
pleafant upon him. But come 5 to our point : in 
<iiirfying Mifs Neville, there is nothing ridiculous, 
^ou like her, that's clear. 

' Sir Harry. 

But (he does not like me, and that's as clean 
Some body has done me a prejudice there. She re- 
ceived this letter, and gave it me to read. 

Dashwould. {reads) 
** To Mifs Neville — (opens U) Without a namc^? 

H 3 Sir 
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Sir Harry. 
A poifon'4 arrow in the dark. 

Dashwould, {reads) 

*^ Anonymous letters are generally the efR<5t 
*^ clandeftine malice j this comes from a friend. 
*' your honour, your virtue, andyour peace of mi] 
^^ are worth your care, avoid the acquaintance 
" Sir Harry. He is the deceiver of innocence, i 
** means to add your name to the lift of thofe wh 
^^ his treachery has already ruined. Make ufe 
^' this hint, and a6l accordingly." "^ 

A pretty epiftle — {paufes) Don't I know this har 
•—So, fo ! I underftand it: I can trace this: fay 
more. Sir Harry : purfue Mifs Neville the c|ofer 
this. Will you let fuch a fellow as Malvil^j rob j 
pfatreafure? 

Sir Harry^. 
You don't fufpeft him ? 

Dashwould. 

Leave it all to me. Aflure Mifs Neville that t 
fhall be cleared up. Hulh ! we are interrupted: 
and join the company. 

Enter Malviu 

Sir Harry. 
Pfliaw! pQx! the company without you ? 

Das 



, A X p M E U r. tij 

Dashwould. 

• %^ery well; leave me nowi (Exit Sir Harry.) 
What's the matter Malvil^ 2 / 

Malvil. 
It will be over prefentltr : a fudden fenfation ; I 
cant bear to fee others made unhappy, Mrs. Brom- 
ley is a very valuable wqman, but at times xathei 
violent. | 

DashWould. 

Agd that's much to be lamented, is not it ? 
/ 
Malvil, 
You may laugh at it. Sir, but I think it a ferious 
tnatter. I left poor Mifs Neville in a flood of tears -, 

Vid here ftie comes, 

/ 

Enier Mifs Neville. 

Dashwould. 

^t Not rifing from table fo foon ? 

Mifs Neville. 
Ibccufe me. Sir, I had rather not ftay* 

Dashwould. 

^ Clever mind Mrs. Bromley's humours i come, wc 
^11 all take your part, 

Mifs Neville, 
I am not fit for company. Sir. 

H 4 Dash- 
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Dashwould. 

I am forry to lofe you : I-U leave you with my 
^Worthy friend ; he will adminfter confolation. 

Mifs Neville, 

Was there ever fuch inhuman tyranny ? Infuitcd 
before the whole company I 

MaLvil. 

It hurts me to the quick. I could not have believec^ 
her capable of fuch violence. 

Mifs Neville. 
You faw that 1 gave her no provocation, 

• Malvil. 
It pains me to fee what I do, 

Mifs Neville. 
She breaks out in fuch paffionate onfets, and nev^r 
confiders that an overbearing pride is the worft of ■ 
cruelty to an ingenuous mind. ^ 

Malvii,^ 
There are few who know how to confer an obliga- 
tion» A difinterefted adion gives fuch rnomcnts of 
inward pleafure! Oh! there are moments ofthehe^t^ 
worth all the giddy pleafures of life. One benevolent: 
ad:ion pays fo amply, and yields fuch exquifite ini^ 
tereft, that I wonder people are not fond of layin^^®^ 
out their money in'^th^t way. 

Mif^ 
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Mif3. Neville. 

I)uring the whole time of dinner^ it was one con- 
jtiuued invediye ggainft me. 

Malvil. 
Millamour's behaviour had difconcerted her. But 
that is no excufc. Goddnefs by fits, and gcnerpfity 
ut of mere whim, can never conftitute a valuable 
haradter. I am forry to ^e you fo afflifted, 

Mifs Neville, 
You are very gppd. Sir. 

Malvil. 

No, I have no merit in it ; the inftinfts of my na- 
t^jre leave nie no choice. I have ftudied myfelf, and 
i find I am only gpod by inftinft. I am ftrangely 
interefted for you. I have thought much of your (i- 
tuation : our time is Ihort ; they will be all rifing from 
trable, prefently. Attend to what I fay : fince Mrs. 
Bromley is fo inceflant in her tyranny, do as I already 
hinted to you. Withdraw from this houfe at once^ 
^adam La Rouge has an apartment ready for you. 
"You may there remaij^cpncealed. In the mean time 
I ftiaH be at work for you. I fliall prevail upon Mrs. 
}PromIey to keep her word, about the five thoufand 

pounds. That added to what is in my power, will 

imake a handfome fettlement for you* 

Mifs Neville. 
ou heard what fhe faid to Sir Harry. 

Mal- 
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MAI4VIL. . 

She wants to drive you to fome aft of defpair ;ii 
perhaps to give you up a facrifice to Sir Harry's 
loofe defires. 

Mifs Neville,. 
Arc you fo clear about Sir Harry ? 

Malvil. [aftde) 

*Sdeath ! I fee fhe loves him.^ -Hereafter, I wiL 

open a fcene to aftonifh you. (paufesy and looks ce^ 
her) You can never be happy und^ this roof. Mr^ 
Bromley will make this quarrel up, 1 know (he wilt 
The whole of her virtue confifts in repentance, bum x 
.what kind of repentance ? , A fpecious promife to 
reform her condu£t;j ^nd a, certain return of the farirw 
vices. 

Mifs Neville, 
She has made me defperate. I can ftay here aa 
longer. I'll go back to the country* Ilhallthere 
'be at peace. 

Malvii, 

You will he there too much out of the wajf. 
When yoii are fettled at Madam La Rouge's, tfc 
haughty Mrs. Bromley will fee to wh^t Ihe has 
driven you, and for the fake of her charafter, will 
begin to relent. Sir Harry mufl not know where 
you are. He means your ruin, I am forry to fay itj, 
but 1 can give you fuch convincing proo f > '; 
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Enter Mrs. BROMLEYt 

Mrs. Bromley, 

Do you go to your room^ madarp I let me lee you 
J more to-day. 

Malvil. 
It was a mere unguarded word that fell from Mifs 
Teville. (/peaks to Mrs, Bromley afide) Milla- 
^iour is afliamed of his conduft. He is under my 
ifluence ftill : I fhall mould him to your wifhes. 

Mrs. Bromley, (ajide to him) 

I am a fool to think any more about him. Go to 

im s watch him. all day; you will not find me un- 

rateful. {loud) And pray tell thofe girls to come 

flairs. {Exit Malvil) Mighty well, madam. 

/ *Mi/s Neville) You muft fit next to Sir Harry : 

>^ou have pretenfions, have you ? And you mufl: 

"Vouch for Lady Bell too ? She does not love gam- 

t^g > that ftory is all calumny : befpeak yourfclf a 

flacc in the fl:age coach i you Ihall quit this houfe^ 
promife you. 

Mifs Neville. 
It will be the 1 aft time I fliall receive thoft orders^ 
Tnadam: • Your favours are fo embittered j there is 
iuch a leaven of pride, even* in your a6ls of bounty, 
nhat I cannot wifh to be under any further obliga- 
tions. If doing juftice to Lady Bell, if avowing my 
fentiments in the caufe of fo amiable a friend, can 
give you umbrage, I am aot fit to remain in this 
houle. lExit, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bromlev. ^ 

brave ! you (hall travel. Give her a fortune I 

No, let Lady Bell reward her. How I Milla- 

mour, as I live. 

Enter Millamour. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

' Deliver me, fate ! Ihe here '.———Madam— ^I—I-—^ 
I — ^you are not going to leave us, I hope* 

Enter Sir John. 

Mrs. Bromley, (fmiling at Millamour) 
And how can you look rae in the face ? 

Millamour. (feeing Sir John ) 

1 am glad you are come, Sir, I wanted to— — 

Mrs. Bromley: 

Perverfe! what brings Sir John! {aftde) -I 
fliall expeft you above ft airs, gentlemen. I muft 
try once more to fix that irrefolute, incoftftant man. 

[Exif. 

Sir John. 
What a day's work have you made here? 

Millamour. 
Sir! - 

Sir John. 

Can you expeft any good from all this ? For 

ever 
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tvct doing and undoing ! Thefe proceedings arc 
ieArible to your father. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You know, Sir, that to gratify you. is the height 
of my ambition. 

Sir John. 

For (hame ! don't imagine that you can deceive 
me any longer. Are you to be for ever in fufpencc ? 
Always ref^ving, and yet never decided ? Never 
knowing your own mind for five minutes ? 

MiLLAMOUR, 

I have not been hafty to determine* 

Sir John. 

My indulgence has macle me too ridiculous. You 
^"^ ill force me to tell you my mind in harfher terms 
^Han I ever thought I fhould have occafion to do. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

What has happened to day, was but a mere frolic^ 
5Mid it has all paffed off in a little raillery. 

? Sir John. 

And do you think that fufEcient ? While you re- 
nain infenfible of your folly ; transferring your incli- 

I nations from one objeA to another j hurried away by 
«vcry cafualty, you will prove the jeft of all your ac- 
luaintance. You will ceafe to live, before you have 

MiLLAMQUR. 

' This is rather too much, $ir. If I have, in a few 

in- 
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inftancesi departed from a refokition that feen|i 
fixed, you know very well, it h not uncommon; ai 
Ivhen a perfon Ineans an extraordinary leap, he r 
tires back, to take advantage of the ground^ ai 
Ipring forward with greater vigour. 

Sir John, 

And thiis you amufe yourfelf, compounding upc 
tzfy terms, for the folly of every hour; There is r 
relying upon you* 

MiLtAMOURi 

After all, Sir^ it is the prudent part tb confid 
every thing. The ladies were rather hafty in the 
conclufion. In* our monaents of refleftion, as objcif 
pafs before us, opinion will >year different colouri 

Sir John; 

The very Cameleon has that merit : but is thh 
to be nothing inward ? No felf- governing prin 
ciple ? A fhip without a pilot, without rudder, c 
compafs, is as likely to avoid rocks, and quickfands 
4is you to fteer clear of ruin* 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You feem exalperated, but I really don't fee tb 
<?aul€. 

Sir John. 

No ?— Can't you feel how abfurd it is to be alway 
beginning the world ? For ever in a doubt? Da; 
after day embarking in new projects, nay twenty dif 
fercnt projects in one day, and often in an hour ? 

Mil 
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^ MlLLAMOl/R. 

Spare my confufioij: I feel my folly i I feci it all; 
and l^t my future coftduft ■ ■ 

Sir JoH>r. 

tJiiOrge, can I t^ke your word ? 1 know you have 
been at the gaming-table. 

MiLLAMOUR* 

"Th^ gaming-tkble ! 

Sir JoHjl* 

Say no more : 1 know it kll : after the indulgence 
l^ve fhewn you, I now fee that my hopes are all ta 
be difappointed. If you have a mind to attone for 
'Hat is paftj purfue one certain plan^ and be fome- 
1^. The time now opens a new fcene, and calk 
"r Qiher manners. Reform your conduft, and f- 

all be happy. But I am tired of this eternal le- 
vity: my patience is wore out. I fhall flay no 
loi^r inthis houfetobea witnefs of your abfurdity. 

MiLLAMOUR* 

I have made myfclf very ridiculous here. I can'f 
'^w my face any more in this family* Til go back 
^he Tcm.ple, and not marry thefe ten years. The 
IV leads to great things : a feat in Parliament, a 
te or two ^ainft your confcience, a filk gown, and 
Jdge J that's the courfe of things. Til purfue my 
ibition.— Honeft friend, (calls to afervant) hid I 
•neft friend, will you be fo good as juft to get my 
t? 

Enter 
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Enter Dashwo^ld* 

t)ASHW6yLD< 

No, i bar hatSi What going to defert us ? TJi< 
Iport is but juft begianing. Bygrove has been lee- 
turirig his fonj and quarrelling With Malvil. mS^i 
integrity of that honeft gentleman is fufpefted at laft. 
He was the worthieft man in the world this morn- 
ing, as good a creatyre as ever was born, but now he 
has fold himfelf to the widow. Lady Bell has been 
lively upon the occafion ; and Malvil, to fupport his 
Ipirits, has plyed the Burgundy, till he looks the 
very pjdture of hypocrify, with a ruddy complexipni 
and a fparkling eye. 

MiLLAMOtJR* 

You may divert yourfelf, Sir ; I have done W|t|l 
them all. ^ 

. DaskIWould^ 

' But I can^t part with you : you fhall j oirt us > Mal^ 
vil fhall have no quarter: he will ftick to his glaf 
till his charity for his neighbour begins to dagger j 
then off drops the maflc : he will have courage enougl 
to rail at manlcind, and his true character will c'oftw 
forth, like letters in lemon juice before the fire. 

MiLLAMbl/R* 

Po ! abfurd ! I am on the rack. Why did yoi 
force me to ftay dinner ? I have been fo weak, fi 
frivolous. 

DAsii 
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Dashwould. 

, How fo ? Becaufe you changed your mind ? There 
is nothing more naturah . Don't you fee men doing 
the fame thing every day ? Down goes the old man- 
(ion; a new one rifes ; exotic trees fmile on tl>e land- 
icape, and enjoy the northen air ; and when the 
whole is finifhed, in lefs. than a twelve-month, the 
auftioneer mounts his pulpit. " Pleafmg contiguity" 
— ^' Bfeautiful, and pifturefque fcene" — " Deleftably 
featured by Nature"— •'' Shall I fay twenty thoii- 
fand ?**— Down it goes to the higheft bidder, wh6 
pays his money, and run$ away the next morning 
with an opera fingef to Itdy, 

MiLLAMOUR. {laughing) 
Why, yes, we fee thefe things every day; 

DAsHWOULD. 

No doubt J hien are flckki and inconftant; 

MlLLAftioUR. 

Very true ; it i* the way t;hrough life ; in the 

ioweft rank, as well as the higHeft. ^ You fhan't fee 

^ ajourn'eyman Weaver; but he has his difguft, like a 

Lord, and changes his lodging, his houfe of call, his 

barber, and his field preacher. 

',* Dashwould; 

Certainly ; ^hd then there is a real charm in va/- 
riety. Befides what you did to day, was a mere 
frolic. 

Vol. IV. I Ma- 
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MlLLAMOUR. 

Nothing more : and that fellow, Malvil, was 
the occafion of it. My heart never rightly warmed 
to that man. I fhaJl never confult him again. Af- 
fairs were in a right train, if he had not interpofed. 

Dashwould. 

You fhall have your revenge;. I have a mine to 
fpring will blow him up. — {laughf) His advice to- 
day has ferved to produce the widow's charadler. 

MlLLAMOUR. 

Yes, it has given a difplay of hen {laughs) How 
could Ihe think me in earneft ? Marry her ! I would 
go into the army fooner, 

Dashwould. 

A good pretty trade, the army : if you are killed 
in battle, it is your affair ; if you conquer, you may 
retire, and live very prettily upon half pay. 

MlLLAMOUR. 

Very true : the law is a more certain road. 

Dashwould. 
A good agreeable life the law is : for ever entangkci 
in the cobwebs of Weftminfter-hallr and you help 
to fpin them yourfelf into the bargin. 



MlLLAMOUR. 

And at the end of twenty years, you are thoug^^ 
.a good promifing young ^man. 
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Dashwoitld. 

In the mean time you are CQi^ftantly hiring out 
your lungs^ and ever in apaflion about other people's 
affairs. 

MiLLAMpUR. 

And travelling circuits, in hopes of .finding each 
county diftrafted; with a barbarous, bloody murder, 
in every jail, and fo live upon the calamities of man- 
kind. 

Dashwould. 

Like phyficians, when, a north-eaft wind, a Lord 
Mayor^s feaft, or a jail difiemper, has made a good 
fickly time of it. {hib laugh) 

Enter Lady Bell, and Lady Jane. 

Lady Bell. 

Come, fitter, leave the nrien to themfclves. Mr. 
! iJaihwould; has their wit frightefi^d you away ? 

f MiLLAMouR. (looking at her) 

" Look in her face, and you forget them all.'* 

Dashwould. 
Won't your Ladylhip have compaffion on that 
gentleman ? 

Lady Bell. 

Compaflion !■ ■ my filler and I, we hope for his 

FQteftion? 

I 2 Enter 
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Enter Capt. Bygrove, 

Capt. Bygrove. 
When you go away from company. Lady BdS 
you draw every body in your train. 

Lady Bell. 
Oh ! you have fo overpowered me with civil, ar^^ 



i tender things ! 

j 

i • 



MiLLAMQ^uR. (afide) 
What does he follow her for ? 

Lady Bell. 

A Thohneur, gentlemen, (goes up to Millamour) 
Uncle ! Uncle Millamour, when you are married to 
my aunt, I hope you will be kind to us both. 

(curtftes) 

Millamour. (turning away) 
Confuiion ! daggers ! daggers ! 

Lady Jane, {curtfying) 
May 1 falute you, uncle ? 

MlLLAMOVa. 

•. Po ! this foolery ! (walks away) 

Lady Bell. 

Let us give him all his titles ! — Brother- 
jrou marry iiiy Sifter. — {mahes a low curtjy) 
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MiLLAMOUR* 

How can you, Lady Bell ? 



Lady Jane. ^ '-^ 



^a>. 



■ Uncle!— Brother I ( | 

Lady Bell, 1 0^ 

And Brother Uncle ! J vt 

Mill AMOUR, {breaking awa^ from them) . 

This is too much— No patience can endure it. 
{turns to Lady Bell) Madam, this ufage— 

(Lady Bell and Lady Jane both laugh loud,) 

Lady Jane. 
Come, fitter, let us leave him, [£a7/. 

Lady Bell. 
Oh ! ho ! ho ! I fliall expire, (goi^g) 

Millamour. 

Why will you torment me thus ? {takes her bj 
the hand) Am I to be for ever made your fport ? 

Lady Bell. 

Oh ! you would not have me laugh. To be fure> 
^hen one confiders, it is a ferious matter. And 
though Captain Bygrove {pointing to him) has orders 
^0 be in love with me j and though he has declared 
himfelf in the warmeft terms- 

I 3 MiL'* 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

And could you liften to him ? 

Lady Bell* 

Aind yet, after all your prorrtifes, when you 1 
touched my heart — (in a /opened tone) 

MlLAMOtTR. 

Jealous of me by this light, (afide) 

Lady Bell. 

After all yotir faithlefs vows, to break their 
you have done, like a Turk, or a Jew, or a Ma 
metan, {crying) and leave me, like Dido and ^n< 
it is enough to break a young girl's heart, (^^r 
bitterly) fo it is, it is — —There, will that pleafe y< 
(burjis into a laugh) Adieu> uncle ! my com] 
ments to my aunt ' ■ [£;^ 

Mll-LAMOUR* 

Damnation ! 

Enter Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry. 
Did not I hear fomebody crying ? 

Millamour. 

Yes, and laughing too. Captain Bygrove, ; 
faid fomething to Lady Bell, what was it. Sir ? 

Capt. Bygrove. 

What I d^fire the world to know; I love hei 

ad 
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adore her. My father has ordcrd it, Mrs. Brcunley 
approves ; Lady Bell encourages me ; and I fhall be 
the happieft of mankind. 

MiXLAMOUR. 

You and I muft talk apart. Sir. You know my prior 
claim. Attempt nriy life rather than my love. You 
muft think no more of her. Sir; flie is mine by every 
tic, and fo I fliall tell her, this moment. [^Exit. 

Dasawould. 
Now hold that refolution, if you can* 

Capt. Bygrove. 
I have managed it well. 

Dashwould 
Admirably ! 

Sir Harry. 

What does all this mean, ? Dafliwould, you ar^ 
wanted in the next room. Malvil is in for it : he 
fits toafting Mifs Neville, while every idea fades 
away from his countenance, all going out one by 
one, and his eye finks into ther dim vacuit^ of a 
briflc no meaning at all. 

Dashwould. 

^ I'll look in upon 'em. — Bygrove, I fee Mifs Ne- 
ville : let us give Sir Harry his opportunity. 

I 4 Enler 
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Enter Miis Neville. 

Mifs Neville. 

I thought Lady Beli was here : I beg your pardon^ 
gentlemen. 

Dashwould. 
Your company is always agreeable, is not it. Sir 
Harry? The gentleman wiTi fpeak for himfelf. 
Come, Bygrove, I have occafion for you. 

\Exk with Ca^tiun Bygrove. 

Sir Harry. 
May I now prefume, madam 

Mifs Neville. 

You chufe your time but ill. Sir Harry. I have 
fo many things to difnract me, I cannot liften to you 
now. 

Sir Harry, (fskes ker hand) 

But you promifed to hear mc ; I have long beheld 
your fufferings. 

Mils Neville. 

They do not warrant improper liberties. I can b^ 
humble as becomes my fituation. I hope yoc^ 
will not oblige me to fhew that fplrit, which virtue i^ 
as miTch irrirled to, as the praudeft fortune in the 
kingdom. 

Sir Harry. 

I mean you no diiVelpccr. That letter is a blacl^ 

artifice 
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lirttfice to traduce my charafter : the fraud (hall be 
brought to light; you may rely upon it; nor will 
you be fo ungenerous as to belieye the <iark affaffin 
of my honour, 

Mifs Neville. 

T know not what foundation there is for it, nor is 
It for me to charge you with any thing, J h^ve no 
right to take that liberty. 

Sir Harry. 

Why harbour fulpicions unworthy of you ? In 
me, you behold a warm admirer, who afpires at the 
poffefljon of what he loves, and trembles for the 
event. 

Mifs Nevills. 
I muft take the liberty to doubt your fincerity. I 
know my own deficiencies, and I beg leave to with- 
draw. 

Sir Harry. 
By all that's amiable in your mind and perfon, my 
view§ are honourable as ever yet infpired a lover's 
heart. 

Mifs Neville. 
I would fein exprefs my gratitude, {weeps) 

Sir Harry. 
Why thofe tears ? 

Mifs Neville. 

Your charafler, I dare fay, Sir, will come out 

clear 
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clear and unfullied. You will permit me to take 
care of mine* It is all I have to value. I fhail not 
continue any longer in this houfe. Mrs. Bromley 
has made it impoffible 3 1 wilh you all happinefs. 
Sir. 

Sir HARity. 

That rcfoluti:^hI approve of: let me provide you 
a retreat, and in a few days — 

Mifs Neville. 

I muft beg to be excufed : that I can never thinlcur: 
of. 

Sir Harry. 

By Heaven, I mean to raife you to that indepenct - 
ance, which your merit deferves. I would place ycvc; 
in that fplendor, which Mrs. Bromley may envy. 

Mifs Neville. 

I can only return my thanks. Lady Bell will 
.know where I am. I feel no ambition : I do not 
want to give pain to Mrs. Bromley : 1 feek humble 
contentj and afk no more. 

Sir Harry. 

You do injuftice to yourfelf and to me : — Hey f 
all breaking up from table ! 

Mifs Neville. 
You muft not detain me now. Sir Harry, t 
humbly take my leave. lExit, 

Sir Harry. 
I wonder what Dafhwould will fay to all this. 
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ihall like to hear him : he will turn it to a joke, I 
ivarrant him. No end of his plcafantry. 

Enter Malvil in .liquor y Bygrove, and Dashwould. 

Malvil. 
Very well ; make the moft of it. Since you force 
xiit to fpeak, I fay her charafter is a vile one. 

Bygrove. 

Here is a fellow whom wine only inlpires with 
malice. 

Dashwould. 
Po ! malice ! Malvil has no harm in him, 

Malvil. 

You may talk of Mrs. Bromley, but ftie is as vile 
I a charadler, as pride, and infolence, and avarice, and 
vanity, and fafliionable airs, and decayed beauty can 
jumble together. 

BVGROVE. 

Here's a return for her hofpitality ! 

Malvil. 
Marry her, I fay; marry her, and try. 

Bygrove. 
You fliall not have a Ihilling with Mifs Neville. 

Malvil. 
There, the fecret's out : you want to marry her* 
and make her oreak her word. Mankind's a villain / 

a medley 



I 



Uo KNOW YOUR OWN MIND, 

a medley of falfe friends, eloping wives, ftock jc 
bers, and ufurers. Wits that won't write, and toi 
that will. C/tngs) 



this 



Bycuove* 
Dafh would,. you are a panegyrift^ compared 



man« 



Sir Harrv. 
Yes, he takes your trade out of your hands. 

Malvil. 

She is Mrs. Bromley, the widow, and you are IV 
Bygrove^ the wi4ower -, and fo, bite the biter, tha 
all. 

Bygrovb. 
His wit foars above you, Mr. Dalhwould. 

Malvil. 

Wit is a bad trade. Letters have no friend L 
in theie degenerate times. Shew-a man of letters 
the firft of your nobility, and they will leave hini 
ft^rve in a garret. Introduce a fellow, who can fi 
a catch, write a dull political pamphlet, or remar 
upon a Dutch memorial, or play off fireworks, a 
he fha!i pafs fix months in the country, by invitatk 
Maecenas died two thoufand years ago, and you i 
not hjfiorian enough to know it. 

Sir Harry. 

Dafliwould, he makes a bankrupt of ypu. 
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Bygrove. 

I have found him out : I know him now : a pre- 
tended friend, that he may more furely betray you« 
Go, and get fome coffee, to fettle your head. ' 

Mrs. Bromley will fettle your head>, 

Dashwoulo. 

I^et us take him up ftairs ; he'll tumble over the 
tea-table, to ftiew his politenefs. 

Sir Harry, (taking him hy the arm) 
Come, the ladies wait for us. 

Malvil. 
Mankind, I fay, is a villain ! {ftngs) 

Enter Lady Bell, 

Lady Bell. 
Blefs me, Mr. Malvil ! 

Malvil. 

All Dafhwould's doing to expofe a body. Do you 
look to Millamour^ that's what I fay to you. 

Dashwould. 

He fhan't flay to plague your Ladyfhip.— Come, 
Malvil, let us go and be tender^of reputatign abqve 
l^airs. 

Mal- 
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Malvil* 

I'm always tender, and you are fcurrilous. 

iSingSy a$td Exit^ lediy Dajhwouldand Sir Harry) 

Lady Bell. 

How Millamour follows me up and downf 
Charming! here he comes. 

Enter Millamour. 

MiLLAMOUJt. 

Lady Bell, allow me but oqeierious momtat« 

Xady Bell* 

This bracelet is always coming off. 

(fiddles with it) 

MlLLANTOUR. 

Whatever appearances may have been, I bum 
with as true a paffion, as ever penetrated a faithfuIS 
heart. 

Lady Bell, {afidey nndjmiling) 

I know he is mine. — This filly, obftinate bauble I 
What were you faying ? Oh 1 making love again. 

Millamour. 
By this dear hand I fwear 

Lady Bell. 
Hold, hold, no violence. Give me my liberty^ 
and thus I make ufe of it. {runs away from him) 
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Enter Capt. BygroVe. 

Lady Bell, {meeting him) 

. Oh I I have been wilhing for you. How could 
you ftay fo long ? 

Capt. Bygrove. 

They detained me agaiiift my 'will. But you fee, 
1 am true to my appointment. 

MiLLAMOuR. {afide to Bygrove) 

An you fo ? You fhall keep an appointment 
*%¥ith me. 

Lady Bell. 

I was lurrounded with darts, and flames. That 
gentleman was for renewing the old ftory, but it is 
fo ridiculous ! 

{walks up theftage with Captain Bygrove) 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Diftradtion ! to be infulted thus ! 

Lady Bell, {as Jhe walks up) 

You have prevailed upon me to be in earneft at 
' laft. Since your father has propofed it, and (ince 
yo\i have declared yourfelf, why, if I muft fpeak, gee 
nny aunt's confcnt, and mine follows of courfe. 

MiLLAMOUR. (lijiening) 
If ever I forgive this. 

Caj>t. 



f 
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Gapt. Byorove; 

Mrs. Bromley has confented. {then aftde to tjidy 
Bell) He haS it j this will gall his pride. 

•' " • . ' ■ ♦ 

MiLLAMOUR. 

No end bf her folly. I was bent on marriage, but 
now it's all her own fault. And yet fhe knows my 
Jieart is fixed upon her^ * 

Lady Bell. 

(walking down with Cap. Bygrove) 

You are fo dbligihg, and I have fo rilany things to 
fay to you ; but if people will not perceivej wheri 
they interrupt private converfation. 

MiLLAwduk; 
If ever I enter thefe doors again/ may the fcorn oF" 
the whole fex purfue me. \^Exit; 

Capt. Bygrove: 
We have carried this too fan 

Lady Bell. 

The barbarous man, when he fhould have takefi 
1)0 denial, but have lain on the ground, imploring-^ 
hefeeGhingr^Delightful ! here he comes again. 

{goes to Cap. Bygrove)f 



Enter Millamour.- 

MtLLAMOURw (walking Up to Lady Bell) 
Is it not ftrange, that you can't know your* own 
mind for two minutes together ? 

Lady 



/ 
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Lady Bell. 

Ho ! ho ! the aflurance of that reproach ! ' 

(walks away) 
MiLLAMOUR. (jo Bygrove) 

Appoint your time and place : I muft have fatis- 
faftion for this. 

Capt. Bygrove. 

To-morrow morning, when the marriage cere- 
mony is over. 

Mjllamour. 
I fliall expeft you. Sir. (going) 

Enter Lady Jane, 

MiLLAMOUR. 

This is lucky. I was in queft of your Ladyfhip. 

Lady Jane. 
In queft of me, Sir? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

In queft of you, Ma'am. I have been waiting for 
an opportunity, and, if the fincereft forrow can ex- 
piate paft offences-:— Here's a chair. Ma'am. 

{hands a chair) 

Capt. Bygrove. {to Lady Bell) 

We may drive him to extremities with Lady Jane : 
^'U leave you to recover your wanderer. ^Ex^^. 

Vol. IV- K Mil- 
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MiLLAMOUR. {fitting down) 
If you will permit me to afliire you-r-r 

Lady Jane. 
But while my fifter is my rival ■ 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Your fitter's charms carry their own antidote with 
them. If there is faith in man, I mean to atone for 
what is paft. 

Lady Bell. ( coming forward) 

So, fo; wuh what pleafure fhe hears him ? Did 
you fpeak to me, Mr. Millamour ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

There was a time. Ma'am ! — {turns to Lady Jane^ 
Now fhe wants to interrupt us : don^t let us miacl 
her, and flie'U withdraw. 

Lady Bell*; 

Wear the willow, Lady Bell ?— Not a word. Sir ? 
You are in the right : my fpirits are too violent {or 
you J and though what I fay is not abfolutely wit — 
Do you like wit ? I am fure you ought s for it is 
undefineable, like yourfelf. 

MiLLAMOUR. {fmiling ) 
That is not ill faid. 

Lady Bell, {fits at a difinnce) 
Horrid ! I fhall be vapour'd up to my eyes. V^ 

try 
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ny fong, to banifli melancholy. Where is that 
ilh guittar ? {goes for it) 

MiLLAMOUR, . 

low her jealoufy is at work. I knew fhe would 
mortified. Let us agree to pique her pride, and 
be her to the quick. 

Lady Bell. 

Though I can't fing, it divert3 a body to try. 

(//J dowriy andjings^ 

Sabrinay with thatfoher mieny 
The converjejweety the lookferene ; 
Thofe eyes that beam tbe gent left rayy 
And though Jhe loves y Phatjweet delay ; 
VnconJciouSy Jeems ^ach heart to take^ 
And conquers for her fubje£i's fake ! 

MlLLAMOUR. 

daftly well ! {liftensyfmilesy look^ at her^ draws bis 
ir near hery and beats time on her knee) 

Lady Bell, (fings) 

The tyrant Cynthia, *u^ings the darty 
Coquetting with a bleeding heart 5 
Has cruelty y which all adorcy 
Flights that torment y yetpleafe the more i 
Her lover ftrives to break his chainy 
But can'tyfuch pleafure*s in the pain, 

MlLLAMOUR. 

Oh ! charming \ charming ! (ktfes her hand} 

K 2 Lady' 
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Lady Bell. 

What are you about, you wretch ? Only lool 
fifter: I fuppofe, Sir, when you have done, you wi 
give me nny hand again. 

Lady Jane. 

I promife you, fifter, your triumph will be (hoi 

[Exif 

Lady Bell^. 
How fhe flung out of the room 1 (^ri/esy attdwal 
about) 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You know, Lady Bell, that 1 am your's by coi 
queft. I adore you ftill, and burn with a lovei 
taithful fires. , 

Lady Bell. 
Come, and have a difli of tea to cool you. 

Mill AMOUR. 

Hear me but a moment. It is now time y^ 
fhould be tired of this eternal difplay of your powi 
Your power is^ fufficiently acknowledged and felt 1 
all. You may triumph over adoring crouds, b 
one lover treated with generofity, will be more 
your honour and your happinefs. 

Lady Bell. 
Pretty, very pretty I I have read all that in one 
the poets, (repeats) 
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By our dijlrefsy you nothing gain^ 
Unlejs you love^ you pleafe in vain. 

Come up flairs, and Til fliew you the whole poem. 

And one adorer kindly us^dy 

Gives more delight than crowds refused. 

Will you come ? {beckons him) Won't you ? Well, 
confider of it, and when you know your own mind, 
you may change it again. [Exit. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

There now ! Every tiling by turns, and nothing 
long. Fickle do they call me ? A man muft be 
fickle, who purfues her through all the whimfies of 
her temper. Admire her in one Ihape, and fhe takes 
another in a moment. 

One charm difplafd^ another Jlrikes our view^ 
In quick variety for ever new. 



X 



K' 



End of the FOURTH AjCT. 



K 3 ACT 



15a KNOW YOUR OWN MIND, 

ACT the FIFTH. 
Enter MillaMour, and Dashwould. 

MiLLAMOUR* 

jf\M 1 to be facrificed to your humoui- ? 

Dashwould. 
Am I to be facrificed to your abfurdity ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

' When pleaiantry is out of all time and place— 

Dashwould. 
Why then I Ihall be tired of all time and place. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Look ye, Mr. Dafhwould, it is time to be ferioi 
The wit, that wounds the breaft of a friend, is t 
peftoffociety. 

Dashwould. ^ 

The paflion, Mr. Millamour, that runs headlo 
without caufe, and will not hearken to reafon, \ 
greater jpeft of fociety, than all the little wit that 1 
been in the world. What does all this mean, S: 
what is it about ? 

M 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

If 1 loft money at play, was it for you to carry the 
tal'e to my father? for you to fubjeft me to his re- 
proaches ? 

Dashwould, 

1 don't know by what fatality it happens, but that 
generally comes laft, which ought to be mentioned 
firft. I repeated nothing to Sir John — Who did ? 
Do you afk that queftion ? Malvil, Sir, with his 
ufual duplicity. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Malvil ? He has this moment told me how plea- 
sant you were upon the fubjeft, and at my expence, 

Dashwould. 

Yes; when he had revealed the whole, apd 
vith falfe tendernefs lamented your folly. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

'Sdeath ! I underftand it now. I have been abfurd 
l^ere. 

Dashwould. 

I doB't diflike you for your abfurdity : that ferves 
to divert one : Malvil excites other feelings. You 
know the charafter he gave you of Lady Bell ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Yes, and all flander. 

K 4 Dash- 
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Dashwould, 

I left him but now, reprefenting you to Lady B 

-in the fame colours And here (Jbews a lettt 

Here I have him faft. An anonymous letter agaii 
Sir Harry, . fent for his own purpofes, to Mifs N 
vilie. All his contrivance, diftated byhimfelf, a 
written at an attorney's delk : You know old Cop 
hold? 

MiLLAMOUR, 

Did he pen the letter ? 

Dashwould. 

One of his clerks was the fcribe. The you 
man is now in the houfe, at my requeft, and rea 
to prove Malvil the author. Here he comes — thir 
are not ripe as yet. Say nothing now. 

Enter Malvil. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Walk in j you come opportunely. 

Malvil. 
If I can be of anyfcrvice— — 

Millamour. 
To be of difTervice, is your province ; and wh 
you have done the mifchief, you can transfer t 
blame to others. 



M; 
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Malvil. 

I have been rather off my guard to d^. I am not 
ILifed to be overtakea in that manner ; my head is not 
cjuite clear. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Then this bufinefs may fober you. What was 
-your vijhilp.er to me about that gentleman ? 

Malvil. 

That he treated with wanton pjeafantry what I 
thought a ferious matter. I may miftake the means, 
but the end of my aftions I can always anfwer for. 
Sir John might hear of, the affair from another 
quarter, and fo to foften his refentment— — 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You took care to excite it. 

Malvil. 

I — I — I am apt to carry my heart at my tongue's 
end. 

Dashwould. 
. 1 knew his heart was not in the right place,* 

Malvil* 
I did not addrefs myfelf to you. Sir. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

I know you have the grimace of charadler, Mr. 
Malvil, arm'd at all points with plaufibie maxims. 

But 
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But which of your maxims can juftify the treacherjr 
of betraying the lecret of a friend ? Who does it, is 
a deftroyer of all confidence ; and when he attempts 
to variiifh his conduft, with the fpecious niame of^ 
friendlhip, the malignity ftrikes the deeper : artful, 
fmiling malignity. 

MalvIl. 

I deferve all this. Friendfhip in excefs h a faiilt. 
There are bounds and limits even to virtue. It would 
' be well if a man could always hit the exaft point. 
Thct-e is however fomething voluptuous in meaning : 
well. 

Dashwould* 
Well exprefs'd, Malvil ! ha ! ha ! you are right. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

No more of your mufty fentences. 

Malvil: 

Morals- are not capable of mathematical demonflra- - 
tion. And now I recoiled myfelf — It did no^ t 
occur at firft — It was Madam La Rouge told the aF^ 
fair to Sir John — This gentleman here — I fuppolTe 
you will take his word — he fays fhe hears every thin^5^ 
tells every thing, and he calls her a walking new^ - 
paper 1 not that fhe means any harm — I only mea. ^^ 
to fay 

Dashwould. 
Oh ! fie, don't be too fevere upon her. 



tlt-l 
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Malvil. 

She faid at the fame time ^you know her man- 

m\er ihe told Sir John that you are in love with 

Jidlf SL dozen, and will deceive them all, and Lady 
IBeir into the bargain. 

IV^ILLAMOUR. 

Diftraftion! Ihe dare not fay it. This is another 

of your fubterfuges ^You know. Sir, how yoU 

traduced Lady Bell, and made that gentleman thp 
author of your own malevolence. At any othe^r 
time and place, this fword fliould read you a lefturc 
of morality. 

Malvil. 

You are too warm : and fince I fee it is fb, to 
avoid contention, I Ihall adjourn the debate. ^ExiL 



MiLLAMOUR. 

Deceive Lady Bell ! — Whoever has dared to fay 
iffr I ^^* — Madam La Rouge lives but a little way off. 
^^ I'll bring heV this moment, to confront this arch 
irnpoftor. {going) 



^^ Dashwould. 

lewS You'll be fure to return. 

mei^ 

MiLLAMOUR. 

This very night fhall unmalk him. [Exit. 

Dashwould. 

^ I fhall depend upon you. Malvil fhall anfwer to 
A\\ Sir Harry : all his artifices fnall be fairly laid open. 

Enter 
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Enter By grove. 

Bygrove. 
Mr. Dafhwotild, we are now good friends. I hav 
repoled a confidence in you* You know every thin 
between me and Mrs. Bromley, but you fee how ft 
goes on. 

Dash WOULD. 
And I fee how you go on. You are the dupe < 
your own p6licy. 

Bygrove. 
How fo ? 

Dashwould. 
The Widow's fchemes are feconded by your ow 
imprudence. Can't you fee, that if Millamour wei 
once married out of your way, Mrs. Bromley wou] 
then be at her lafl: flake, and you might have fonr 
chance ? And yet your fon has it in command \ 
defeat my friend Millamour with Lady Bell. 

Bygrove. 

How ! light breaks in upon me. Gull that 
was I my fon fball marry Lady Jane dircftly. 

Dashwould. 

To be fure ; and the confequence is, that Lad 
Bell declares for Millamour. 

Bygrove. 

Right : I am for ever obliged to you : I'll go, ar 

Ipea 
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fpeak to my fon, this moment ; Lady Jane fhall be 
his, without delay. lExif. 

Dashwould. 

So much for my friend, the Captain: I have 
fettled Jiis bufinefs. 

Enfer Mrs, Bromley. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

Mr. Dafhwould, 1 am fo diftrafted a terrible 

bufinefs has happened. 

Dashwould. 
What's the matter ? 

Mrs. Bromley. 

-Mifs Neville, I can't think what is come of her— 
ihe is not to be found, high or low. We have 
fearched every where for her. WhBt can be the 
meaning of this ? 

Dashwould. 
Is Malvil gone ? 

Mrs. Bromley. 
This very moment : he has no hand In it. He 
fccs, and pities my diilrefs. He is gone to make en- 
qiJiry. A girl that I was fo fond of, and never 
^id an angry word to. 

Dashwould. 
You have been remarkably mild. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bromley. 
You know how tender I have beeij of her. — WhaC 
can have put this into her head ? How long has 
. Millamour been gone ? -^— ^I underftaqd it now^ 
This is his exploit. 

pASHWOUI,D^ 

You wrong him — I will undertake to difcover thh 
plot for you. 

Ei2fer By GROVE, 

Dashwould. 
You can comfort the Lady, Sir 5 I fhaU return im- 
mediately. [^Exit. 

Bygrove. 
May I take the liberty. Madam 

Mrs. Brotmley. 
Why torment me thus ? You arc all in a pIoC: 
againft me. 

Enter Lady Bell, Lady Jane, and Capt. Bygrove. 

Mrs. Bromley. 
There, Lady Bell, there is your lover run away 
with your coufin. 

Lady Bell. 
I can depend upon her. I can ftill venture to an- 
fwer for her honour. 

Bygrove. 
She will come back, you need not alarm yourfelf. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bromley; 

You have feduced her, for any thing I know, I 
SLtn diftrafted by you all, and will hear no more. 

[Exif. 

Bygrove. 
Mrs. Bromley, permit me to fay a word. 

Lady Bell; 

I hope there is nothing amifs. I can rely upon 
^ifs Neville's difcretion; I think I can. Come, 
fitter, let us go and enquire, '{goingy looks back) Hey ! 
you two are (laying, to fay delicate things to each 
Qther. 

Capt. Bygrove. 
Our difficulties, you know, are at an end. I have 
niy father's orders to follow my inclination. 
( Had Millamour ftaid, I have a plot would have fixed 
I him your Ladyfliip's for ever. 

Lady Jane, 
And we flia'n't fee him again this month, perhaps. 

Lady Bell. 

> Le^: him take his own way. I am only uneafy about 
Mifs Neville at prefent. 

Enter Dashwould. (with a letter in bis hand) 

DashwoItld. 
This way, you are wanted : I have a letter here, 
^^t difcovers all. {Exit. 

Lady 
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Lady Bsll. 
But what does it fay ? Let us go and hear it.di-.^ 
tc£tly. lExeunt. 

Scene, an yipartment at Madam La Rouge's, 

Enter Millamour, and La Rouge. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Have you fent to Dafhwould ? 

La Rouge, 
Yes, I have fent him letter. 

Millamour, 
Mifs Neville here you fay ? 

La Rouge. 
She come an hour ago, all in teai*. 

Millamour. 

Then fhe is fafe. You are fure you never faid 

any thing to Sir John about the gaming bufinefs ? 

La Rouge. 
Sur, mon honneur. What I tell? I knowj 
noting. And I not fee Sir John in my houfe, it is| 
two tree months. . 

Millamour. 
You (hall come, and confront Malvil, at Ut 
Bromley's. 
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La RouCE. 

Bagatelle ! what you go dere for ?— Bo^ dis is all 
?ut me off— pay your liftel biJL Vat is money to' 
rou ? I fo poor, you fo rich, 

MfLLAMOURk 

You did not fay that I fhould deceive Lady Bell? 

La Rouge* 
^onfieur Malvil> he tell you fo ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Yes ; and I tremble for the confequence* 

La Rouge* 

It is one gt^at villain-— I great refpeft for yotr« 
i^ous eft aimable. Monfieur Malvil, he is great 
"ripon. And I ver forry he be marry to Ma- 
iamoifelle Neville. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Married to her ? 

La Rouge. 

You not know it ?— -He is marry to her dis day* 
tie take my apartment tree week ago. He not have 
it known dat he is marry for five fix day ; write letter 
to me dis afternoon 5 he muft be let in ver private 5 
defcrvant not to fee him; go up de back ftairs to 
her room, and fo T affaire eft faite. 

Vol. IV* L Mil- 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

And thus he has fcduced her from her relations ? 
JLet mt fee the letter* (reads aftde) 

La Rouge. 
I not tink him fo bad to talk of me, and tell fuch^j 
parcel of ftory, vid not one word of true. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

So 5 here he is in black and white. To come pri — 
vately, is he ? If I could detain him here, and pre — 
Vent all means of his efcaping 

La Rouge. 

Efcape ? Up back flairs, he muft come thro' dsit 
apartment ; {pointing to a door in the back fcene) I 
turn de key in de back door : voila votre prifonier ^ 
he>is prifoner. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Exquifite woman ! Til lock this door, and fecurc 
the key. {locks the door in the back fcene') Hufh ! 

(A rap at the ftreet door) 

La Rouge; 
Le voila : he come now. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Fly, let him in J fend once more to Dalli would; ^ 
want him this inftant^ fly, dilpatch. 
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La RouGEi 
1 do all vat you bid mCi [£;^//. 

MiLLAMOUR; 

It is honefi of her to make this difcoverjr. If this 
be Malvil— ^ foft whifper that— {lipns) 'Tis he, I 
hear his voice— ^ — Ifhall have the merit of defeating 

villainy, and protecting innocence Don't I hear 

Mifs Neville ? (goes to a roDm-door) Mifs Ne-- 
ville! 

Nevills. (e ntering) 

Maddni La Rouge !— Oh, Sir! what brings you 
hither ? 

Millamoitr; 

It is your intereft to hear me j your happineft de- 
pends upon it* 

Mils Neville, 
Alas ! I fear I have been too rafh. 

Millamoitr, 

Command your attention, and liften to me : Mai- 
Vil has planned your ruin. 

Mifs Neville* 

ImpofJible : he has too much honour t why will 
you alarm me thus? I am unforttinate, and you> Sir, 
need hot add to my affliftions. 

L 2 Mil- 
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MiLLAMOUR. 

You have trufted yourfclf to a villain : he means, 
at midnight, to gain accefs to your perfon ; to tri- 
umph over your honour, and then leave you to re- 
morfe, to Ihame, and mifcry. Read that letter. 
(gives it her, andjhe reads it to her/elf) She's an ami- 
able girl, and I dare fay, will make an admirable 

wife Hark ! I hear him in yonder room. Sup- 

prefs each wild emotion of furprize, and wait rhe 
event. 

Mifs NfiviLLt. 

I can fcarce believe what I read. What have ^H 
done ? (weepr) You have led me into a maze o ^ 
doubts and fears, and there I wander, diftraded, loft ^ 
without a clue to guide me. 

Mill AMOUR. 
1 will direftyou : rely upon me. 

Enter Dashwould, Lady Bell, and Lady Jane. 

Dashwould. 
La Rouge has told us the whole ftory. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Hufli ! no noife. 

Lady Bell. 
My fweet girl, how could you frighten me fo ? 

Mifs ^ 
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Mifs Neville. 

I blufh for what I have done. But Mrs* Brom- 
ley's cruelty drove me to defpair. 

Lady Jane. 
My dear, all will be well : don't flurry yourfelf. 

Lady Bell. 
Tho' my aunt vexed you, why run away from me? 

Enter Mrs. Bromley, Byc^ove, Sir Harry, and 
Cape. Bygrove. 

Mrs. Bromley, 
Where is this unhappy girl ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

A moment's patience. 

I Enter La Rouge. 

Millamour* 
Ishefafe? 

La Rouge, 
He is dere in the room as fafe as in Baftile* 

Millamour. 
Speak to him thro' the door : now all be filent. 

La Rouge. 

Monfieur Malvil, open de door. 

L 3 Mal- 
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Malvil. {within) 
Do you open it, you have the key. 

La Rouge, 

De key, it is dere: Mifs Neville, it is gone to bedj 
all de houfe afleep : I in de dark j now i^ your time, 

Mill AMOUR, {to La Rouge) 
Hufli ! here is the key. {takes away the lights) 

Malvil, 
Will you difpatch ? 

La Rougf. 

Attendez : here is de key : I Ipt you out. {unloc^^^ 
the door) 

Malvil. {entering) 
All in darknefs : Is fhe gone to bed ? . 

La Rouge, (leading him) 
She wait for you : yere was you marry ? 

Malvil. J 

St. James's parifli: Sir Harry has not fucceedcd « 
(he prefers me. Say nothing of it yet awhile. f 

La Rouge. i 

No i not a vord : tenez, I get light for you. I 

lExit^l 
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Malvil. 
So ; I have carried my point. The fkmily will 
be glad to patch up the affair, to avoid the difgrace. 

La Rouge. (Entering) 

Ah ! you look en cavalier ; ver good apartment 
for you J and d ere is good pifture. It is Tarquin 
and Lucrece ; Tarquin go to ravifli de lady in de 
night. It was villain, was it nqt ? 

MaUviu 
A terrible fellow ! 

La Rouge. 

And dis room it is velle furnifh : look about you; 
more pifture, and all original, {turns him to the com'- 

Omnes. 

Ha I ha ! ha ! your fervant Mr. Malvil ! 

*Malvil^ 
Hell and confufion I 

MiLLAMouR. (taking him hy the arm) 
There are bounds and limits eveA to virtue 

pASHWOULD. {at his other arm) 
Morala are capable of mathematical demonftra- 

L 4 Lady 



i68 KNOW YOUR OWN MIND, 

Lady Bell, {to Mifs Neville) 

Let us withdraw from all this buftle. Sir Harry, 
ftep this way, I want you. \^Exit with Mifs Neville^ 
luudy Jane^ and Sir Harry. 

Dashwould. 
This is all according to the fitnefs of things* 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Something voluptuous in meaning well. 

Bygrove. 

Dafliwould, your ridicule is now irt feafon to esK 
pofe fuch a charafter. He is fair garne^ and hun^ 
Jiim down ^4 you pleafe. 

La Rouge, 
Ah ! Monfieur Tartu ffe. [Exit laughing ^ 

Malvil, 

The fiends about me ! — -Mr, Bygrove, you are ^ 
thinking man, I appeal to you, 

Millamour. 
I appeal to this letter. Sir. {reads) 

*^ Madam La Rouge.'* 

^* Mifs Neville has this day given me her hand ia- 
'^ marriage. I would not have it known for fome 
^' rime. Conduct me to her apartment, unknown 
^' to your fervants. The way up the back ftairs wiU 
f^ ^e beftt ypur f^crecy Ihall be rewarded by*' 

^' Martin Malvil.'^ 
Qmne$, 
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•z- 

Omnes. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Malvil. 

The letter is forged let me fee it. {fnatches at 

iO 

Dashwould. 

And I have another proof! this anonymous fcrow], 
written by yourdireftion, and font to Mifs Neville, 
to give a flab to the charafter of Sir Harry. Do you 
deny it, Sir? Your fecretary is now in the houfe ; I 
brought him with me ^ he is ready to prove you the 
author of this mean, clandeftine mifchicf, 

Malvil. 

All falfe ; all a forgery. Where is this French im- 
poflor? Where is your witnefs, Sir? {to Dajhwould) 
1*11 put them both to the proof, this moment. 

{Exit. 

Dashwould. 
No priv^e parlying. {Exit. 

Bygrove. 
Noi we muft all hean {Exit. 

Mrs. Bromley. 

"Yes; all muft hear. {Exit. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

^ly prefence may be neceflary. {Going. 



Capt. Bygrove. 
IMiUamour, ftay and give me joy. 



Ma^ 
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MiLtAMOUK, 

Of what? 

Capt, By GROVE, 

The idol of my heart ! To-morrow makes h- 
mine. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Well, I give you joy. Who is Ihe ? 

Capt. By GROVE. 

My Lady BeJI, thou dear fellow ; come, let us g 
and fee what they are about ? 

MiLLAMOUR. 

I^et us go and fee who fhall cut; the other's throa— 

Capt. Bygrove* 
A pleafant employment. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You fhall tear this heart out, before you tear Lac: 
Bell from me. 

Capt. Bygrove. 

Very well; have your frolic — This works as I coul 
wilh. [£v//, - 

MiLLAMOUR. 

Defpair and phrenzy ! if flie is capable of a trca^ 
chery like this- 
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Enter Lady Bell. 

Lady Bell. 
bu have done fome good at laft, Mr. Millamour, 

Mill AMOUR. 

ady Bell ! (paufes and looks at her) I once 
ight— i — -but you will break nny heart. 

Lady Bell. 
: will bend a little, but never break. 

Millamour. 

7i]l you liften to me ? There is a tyrant fair, and 
have intereft with her^ you can ferve mej all 
joys of life are centered there. 

. Lady Bell. (Jmiles aftde) 

le is mine againft the world. And fo you want 
intereft ? That's lucky, for I have a favour to 
leftofyoq. 

Millamour. 

5 there a favour in the power of man, you may 
comniand at my hands ? 

Lady Bell. 

fou are very good. Sir; thereis aperfon, but the 
ity of his temper 

Millamour. [afide) 
)he means me — —Your beauty will reclaim him. 

Lady 
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Lady Bell, {/miles at bini) 
May I rely upon you ? 

MlLLAMOUR. 

What an angel look there was. And do you 
the queftion ? 

Lady Bell, 
When fincere afFcdion ■ ■ 

Millamour^ 
It is generous to own it. 

Lady Bell. 
And fince the imprefGon made by- ■ 

Millamour« 
Do not helitate. 



Lady Bell. 
Made by Captain Bygrove— — 

MiLLAMOUR. [ 

Made by Captain Bygrove {turns away) | 

Lady Bell. j 

That wounds deep — and if you will affift nr^ 
fond hopes, — It will be generous indeed. I 

Millamour. [ 

This is a blow I never looked for— Yesj^ i 
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twill be generous, — and in return, if you will inter- 

ede for me with Lady Bell po ! with a — with 

^dy Jane, I fay — I fay if you wiU intercede for me 
ith Lady Jane 

Lady Bell. 

Oh ! by all means. And as I approve of your 
loice, (he walks away ^ jhe follows him) 1 hope you 
ill approve of mine ; and by mutual afts of fricnd- 
ip, we may promote each other's happinefe. 

Enter Dashwould, 

Dashwould. 
Malvil is dctefted. 

Lady Bell. 

And Sir Harry has fettled every thing with Mifs 
^ville. Go and wifli him joy. {Exit Dajhwould) 
ly fweet friend will be happy at laft. {going) 

Mill AMOUR. ( taking her hand ) 
But you won't marry the Captain ? 

Lady Bell. 
Will you make intereft for me ? 

Millamour. 
tlow can you torment me thus ? 

Lady Bell. 

"Vou have done fome fervice, and you may now 
tertain a degree of hope. {Jmiling at him ) But 
Lve you another copy of verfes for my aunt ? 

Mil- 
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Mill AMOUR. 

How can you ? {kijfes her hand'% Exit Lady Bell ) 
•—She yields, and I am bleffed indeed. 

Enter Bygrove, Malvil, and Capt* BvGRoyEi 

Bygrove. 
The faft is too clear, Mr. Malvil. 

Malvil. 
And (hall the *ord of that French impoftor*-^— 

MiLLAAiOUR; 

She has afted fairly, Sir ; what reparation can yoi^ 
make the lady whofe ruin you have attempted ? 

Malvil. 
Mrs, Bromley promifed her a fortune, and I hav^^ 
promifed her marriage. 

Enttr Dashwould. 

Dashwould. 

And I forbid the banns. Sir Harry has cort — ^ 
eluded a match with Mifs Neville : I Ihould hav^^ 
thought him ridiculous, if he had not. 

Malvil. 
That you will do, whether he deferves it or not. 

MiLLAMOUR. 

You, Sir, deferve fomething worfe than ridiclil^^* 
You are thoroughly underftood* Your tcnderneir^'^^ 
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for your neighbour, is malignant curiofity ; your 
tialf hints, that hefitate flander, fpeak the Jouder ; 
md your filence, that afFe<9:s to fupprefs what you 
enow, is a mute, that ftranglcs. 

Malvil. 
The probity of my character. Si r 

Dashwould. 

Ay, probity is the word. He has had. pretty per- 
3^\iifites from his probity; legacies, truft money, 
md the confidence of families. For aught I fee, 
probity is as good a trade as any a going. 

Omnes. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

Malvil. 
The ftill •voice of truth is loft : you arc all in a. 
<^ombination. 

Bygrove. 
-And you have forced me to be of the number. 

Enfer Mrs. Bromley. 

Malvil. 
^rs. Bromley ! you will judge with candour. 

Mrs. Bromley. 
Oh ! Sir, it is all too plain. 

Mal- 
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Malvjl* 

It is in vain to contend : I fliall be cautious what 1 
fay of any of you : my heart is with you all. 

Bygrove* 
Farewell, hypocrite ! 

Omi^es* 

Ha! ha! ha! 

Enter Lady Bell^ Mifs Neville, Sir Harry, m/ 
Lady Jane. 

Lady Bell^ 

Here, Sir Harry, in theprefence of this companyi 
I give you, in this friend of mine, truth, good fenfe, 
and virtue* Take her. Sir, aad now you have got a 
treafure. 

Sir Harry* (io Mifs Nevilli) 

It fhall be my pride to raife you to that Iphere o^ 
life, which your merit, and your fufFerings from- — - 

(Jooks at Mrs. Bromley)^ 

Mrs* Bromley. 
Why fix on me. Sir? 

Sir Harry* 

They are much miftaken, who can find no way ot*:* 
fhewing their fuperior rank, but by letting theic:^: ^ 
weight fall on thole, whom fortune has placed be— — 
neath them. 

Dash 
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Dashwould. 

And that fentiment, however I nriay rattle, J^rifli 
impjreffed upon all the patrons of poor relationSi 
througfiout his Majefty's dominions. 

Mifs Neville. 

Mrs. Bromley^ I Kave muqh ;o fay- to you. Mf 
obligations to you, I ihall never forget. lam noE 
afhamed, even in the prefence of Sir Harry^ to owri 
the diftrefs in which you found me. If at any time I 
have given offence 3 if under your difpleafure, I 
have been impatient, you will allow for an education 
that raifed me much above my circumftances. That 
education fliall teach me to aft as becomes Sit 
" Harry's Lady^ with affeftion, with duty to him; andtp 
you, madam, with gratitude, for that bounty which 
laved me from calamity and riiin/ 

MrSi BROMLEYi 

Your words overpower me. I feel that I have 

done wrong. I now fee, that to demand in return, 

for favours conferred^ an abjeft fpirit, and mean 

Gompliance, is the worft ufury fociety knows of. I 

, rejoice at your good fortune : your merit deferves it* 

(ih^ embrace) 

Dashwould. 

Why this is as it fliould be< ■ ^ Mn Bygrove, 
J hope foon to wifli you joy^ 

Bygrove- 

Compared to Malvil, thou art an honed fellow, 
and 1 thank you* 

Vol. IV* M Dash- 
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Dashwovld. 

MiUtmour» is there no recompence for your vir- 
tue f In a modern comedy^ you would be rewardedi^ 
With t wtf^. 

MlLLAMOVA. 

Lady Bdl his more than poetical juftice in hei- 
power. I wiih Sir John were here : he would no^>r 
tee me reclaimed from every folly^ by that lady. 

Mrs* Bromley. 
If it is fi>y I can now congratulate you both. 

Lady Bell. 

It is even fo^ aunt j the whim of the present mo- 
ment. Mr. MiUamour has ferved my amiable 
friend, and I have promifed him my hand a nd fo 
(b^Ids up boib hands) which will you have? 
Puzde about it, and know your own mind if you 
can. ^ 

f 

MiLLAMOUR. ] 

Wfth rapture thus I fnatch it to my heart. 



Lady Bell. i 

Sifter, what Nunnciv will you go to ? , Mr. By 
grove, command your Ion to take her. J 

Capt. Bygrove. f 

That command I have obeyed already. f 

I 



/ 
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Lady Jaks. 

Since the truth muft out ; We made ufe of a ftrata- 
gem to fix my Mer^ and that gentleman. 

Lady Bell. 

To fi& yourfelf^ if you pleafe^ I knew you woulcl 
t)c manried before me. 

MlLt^ABlOUR^ 

Dafhwould. give me your hand. Your wit fliall 
«n}iven our focial hour$, and while I laugh with 
^rou at the events of life^ you (hall fee me endea- 
vour to weed but of my own mind every folly- 

Dashwould. 

You do me honour^ Sir. And> if Mr. Bygrove 
^ili now and then give and take a jcJce— 

Bycrove. 

As often as you pleafe : but take my advice, 
«ind don't lofe your friend for your joke. 

Dash WOULD. 

By no means, Mr. Bygrove i—— except now and 
then, when the friend is the worft of the two. 

MiLLAMOVR. 

Well, there is Ibmc weight in Mr. Bygrove's ob- 
M 2 fervatioq: 
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—and yet, as Daftiwould fays, converfation witho 
a zeft of wit, may flj«:trfn into a fort of infipidit 
and— ^ — ,, . 

Lady Bell.' 
Oh ! to be furc : chan^ge your nnind about it. 

. ' ' ' < MrLLAMOUR. . 

There is one fubjeft. Lady BcU, upon which n 
mind will never change. The varieties of life, t 
now diftradted my attention. 

: J^uf when our hearts viSIorious beauty ^ draws\ 
We feel itspow'ri an^ownitsJov\reign.law$.\ 
7b that Juhjervient nil our paffi(ms.j»ovey 
And ev'n my conftancy Jhall Jf ring from love^ 









f 
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E P I L O: G U E.. 

Written by Mr. G A R R I C K. ' 
Spoken by Mrs. M A T T O C K SI ; 

TF after Tragedy Uis made a rule,, 

Tojeftnomore^ I^l\ be ngtin'ring fool^ 
^0 jog you with a joke in Tragic doze^ 
^ndjhake the dew-drops from the weeping rofe. 

Prudes of each fex affirm^ and who denies? 
^hatin each tear a whimpering Cupid lies. , , 

^To fuch wife formal folk^ my anfwer* s fimple \ .\ 

^ thoufand Cupidi^ revel in a dimple ! 
J'rom thofe foft nefis^ with laughter y :OUt they rujhy 
JPercVd on your heads^ likefmall birds in a hujh. . _ 
beauty refifilefs in eachfmile appears : 
^re you for dimples^ ladies ^ or for tears ? 
J^are they in Comedy our mirth abridge ? 
^et usfland up for giggling privilege ; 
^jjert our rights^ that laughter is no fin ^ 
jprom the fcrew'd fimper, to the broad-fac'd grin, 

&o much for f elf \ now turn W2 to the Poet : 
^' Know Your Own MiKD.'^-'^Jre any here who know it? 
^0 know one*s mind is a hard tajk indeed^ 
-^ndharder Jiill for us^ by all agreed, 
(^ards^ balls^ beaux^ feathers^ round the eddy ivhirlingj 
Change every moment^ while the hair is curling. 
The Greeks fay---''' Know Thy{dV' '--Frnfure I find ^ 
I know My((M that Idont Know my Mind. 

Know you your minds^ wife Menf—^Ccme^ let us try. 
■* have a worthy cit there in my eye ; (looking up) 
'^ho'' he to fncer at us takes much delight^ 
^e cannot fix where he Jhall go to-night : 
^is pleajure and his peace are now at fir if e^ 
^le Izves his bottle^ and he fears his wife^ 
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Hill fuit this h9ufey n^t kn$vjifig what to doi ^ 

The Sbakefpeau:e's Head fir ft gives a pull er iwe^ ? 

But with afidilingftruggle he gets threugh^ i 

Darts acrofs kujfel'/lreet : then with new charms^ '\ 

The Syren^ Luxury^ his hefim warmsi ? 

Jnd draws him in the vertex of the Bedford Arms. J 

Hsffy hhis night f-^^But when eomes wife andferre/w f 
*• To-morrow, and to-morrov^, and to-morrow/* 

I fee feme lakghers here; pray which efyeu 
Knew yeur ewn Minds f^^'in all this houfe but few ! 
Wits never knew their Minds ; — our Minor Bards^ 
Changingfrem hadte werfe^ nowfpin Charades. 
Cyer Law and Phyfic we will draw a curtain 5 
There nething but uncertainty is certain : 
Grave leeks^ wigt% ceats^ — the Defers new relinfuijh '#m« 
Thefre right^-^-f^'em Undertakers to dijiinguijh V«. 

The Courtiers, do *emjuJKce^ never deubt^ 
tnether *tls better to be in or out. 
Seme Patriots teo^ know their own mind and plan ; 
Thefrefirmfyfix*dj to get in when they can 5 
Gamefters denU waver ; they all hazards run^ 
ferfem^ muft cheats and mere muft be undone* 
Great Stateflnen know their minds^ but ne*er reveal *emi 
JFe never knew their fecretSj *till we feel *em. 

Grant me a favour^ Critiesy denUfay-^nay i 
Be of out Mind with me^ and lite this Play ; 
TTjcnce will two wonders rife : IVits wiH be kind^ 
N^X mrf-^'behold a fFoman Knows her Min4 1 
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PR O L'O G U E. 

Spoken by Mifs ELLIOT, 

/fT* / intrude uf on your patience for a minute ? 
Ladies and gentlemen y before th^ opening of' tBd 

play J 
to excufe an accident ^ which I hope has no mif chief 

in it, 
^ain, if you^ll permit y a word or two would fay. 
eyoiCll not be angry \ hut we^ve got no prologue for 

to-night, 
fo I thought it was befi to come and tell ye all the 

truth downright. 
nt to our Poety and Ifpoke to him all I could, 
he fa id he had not leifure, tho* I know ifs in his 

power if be would. 
^ prologue, ma*am,^^ fays he ! — '^ Tes, Sir, a pro* 

logue if you pleqfeJ'* 
then I did fo entreat the man, and beg, and pray, 

end teaze. 
ihim, " You know. Sir, what a mifer able plight 

we all are* in, 
'Own upon the performers, when pit, box, and gaU 

lery begin ; 
■—rgo the catcalls— ^ub-^dub — dub—each dreadfuli 

critick's Jlick 
)g' — throw him over — won't ye hafome orange chip^ 

— ProllSgue— -Cn>j o' hondon—MufukV'''' 
ns and more Tfaid, but be, determined flill, 

h 
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In formal fuftian ibus declared bis will. 

*' Of t have I tried"' \(ttmz }fuzz\edL\^methini^M 

bisjile, 
Abd bw^ be felt tbe tdwfCs indulgent fmile. 
•• ^ere I again to try niyfcanty vein, 
rd hegproteaim for ibe feeble ftrain. 
But tben tofue^*^ paused and rubVd Us bead^ 
Tofuc'-^whenfasifd Molieks tbe ftagedotb tread, 
Were to profane tbe manes of tbe dead. 
MoLiERE, of old, and ftiliwitb rapture feen, 
"The legiflator of tbe comic fcene! 
fto bid bis Simple Girl ajert tbefiage, 
yind, ifjhe plei^es, firive to mend tbe age^ 
J'bis was my motive i tbis my only aim -, 
Heedlefsofgaim nocandidate for fame. 
An audience will toeigb all in equal fcales^ 
For jiff ice, and not party, bere pi'evails.^ 
tbusjpoke tbe bard, and tben witb long Jleps marcb^^ 

awayi 
j^dnow lam Irft alone to apologize fer tbis nigbf^ 

play, 
ly^llftrive to make you laugb, if our aim be not per'- 

verted: 
Pray, bow d'ye find yourfelves t^^ Are ye in good bumouff 

and willing to be diverted ? 
If you approve, 

Tbe Lcidgcr Critic tben no more P II dread, 
Wbo prints his malice at a woman's bead I 
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io drop iy drop his venom doth di/m, 

Me MoTHiR DuLLNiis gmdes ike hirelings jmtt. 

IN in her lap^ firange wonders he def cries ^ 

d TiREMCB/rflw^— a Frenehmm to Us eyes I 

nm thence be iffnesfoul decrees on pi^s, 

oms wiib/candal, and lampoons witbpraife. 

f/milefiromyou defeats tbefiandWer^s aimi 

rcaUrnny^ like your ^^lavsz^^ is fame. 

9m your applanjt our mimic glories rife i 

f leafing you my whole ambition lies. 
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CO ME D Y. 

ACT tlie FIRST. 

Enter Brumpton^ 4»^i Brisic. 

Brumpton. 



S my father gone out, Brilk 



> 



, \ Brisk. 

Yes, Sir s— Sir Theodore is gone out. 

■ •'■■•' ■ ''■" * 

Brub^pton. 

We haV(5 ^n pretty handfomely ledlured here this 
morning, Brilk. 

Brisk 
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Brisk. 

Yes, Sir, wc have had whcrcwithd! to edify our* 
felves. I fuppofe wefliall lie at Tom Tilbury's at 
fiagfhot tO'-nighti Sir» 

Where f 

Tom Tilbury*s, Sir; only juft to brcik the neck 
of our journey : for I fuppofe now, you'll drop all 

thoughts of this other lady-~I foraet her name 

Ayl Mifs Mary Ann Richley— Ihe has no chance 
now, I reckon^ Sir. 



d 



fU 



Brumptok. 

Why, you fenfelefs nutnikuU !-«-*As fure as I ann 
Charles Brunmpton^ Efi]; fhe Ihall be Mrs. Bfump-' 
ton ; and upon the death of my very good fathcK^* 
(he'll be a baronet's lady^ that's all. 

Brisk* 

And yet there is fome tn^th in what Sir Theodos^ 
fays. Beauty is but a frail, perifhable fort of a coon- 
modity ; and if you arc difinhcrited for it, the lady^i 
charms will not pay your poor fervant, Brilk, his 
board-wages ; a feature, or a fmile can't go to mar- 
ket i a pawn-broker will lend nothing Upon the tip 
of an ear; though indeed ihe may nnortage her per- 
fon i but that I take it will be ror her own advan-; 
tage ; wefliall get nothing but a comel/ pair of horn& 
by itx^^ir, with fubmiffion. 

Brump^ 
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BftUMrroN. 

Iiyyou talk t frothy kind c^nochiiig jt a cole* 
rate> Brifk. 

Brisk. 

ave ihewn you one fide of the medals now be^ 
the reverfe. Sir. When you nurry an ugly 
m, there is no great pleafure^ to be (ure, in be^ 
ng her : but then the woman has fome valuable 
imentSy ilich as leafes, bonds, and mortgages s 
[» Sir, fhall live in tolerable plight wim you, 
i to to good a maftc r ■ ■■ 

BaUMPTON. 

ave prating, firrah, and do as I ordered you : 
•n your farmer's drefs, gO direAly to the objed 
ire; let her know you are come from her 
lian in the country, and have his orders to take 
ome under your care. Convey her fafe to my 
and I Ihall reward you. 

Brisk. 

t. Sir 

Brumptom. 
arguing : about it (Ireight. 

Brisk. 

u know how many blanketings andT blows I have 
cd in your fervice. Sir. 

Brumf- 



192 THE SCHOOL FOR GUARDIANS, 

BiitrMPToat. 

Sicrafe, no i^ordju Go an4 frQ. wfeo^'s at the doon 

Brisk^ 

You have marred many an excellent plot of mine^ 

^v; You know y<ni cannot jielpaneddling, when I 

vtindef take a ichcme. . If you'll proupife me. Sir, not 

Brumpton* 
^ Will you fee who's at the door ? 

BRISi§; 

I am gone> Sir. [ExiL 

Brumpton* 

Ha ! ha !— I fhall moft certainly carry her offi 
How Sir Theodore will be aftoni(hed when he finds 
'Ihc is an heirefs ! ha 1 he ! — it is the pleafanteft ad- 
venture* * 

Enier Belford^ 

— , 

Belford. 

Brumpton, good-morrow !^— always in fpirits, I 
fee. 

BruMPTON; 

My dear Belford, nothing deprefles my fpirits i 
though you thought they were too high laft night, 
and were for letting me a little blood. You make I" 

no- 
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hothing of dilplaying an ell of fword-Wade in defence 
of your miftrefs's top-knot. 

Belford; 

Why yoii know I love too tenderly to bear the teft 
of raillery : it is the infirnnity of my tenrtper ; why 
^ould you put me co it ? 

Brumpton; 

And ybu that know my turn of mind, why would you 
be angry with me ? If in your phrafe I am a cox- 
comb, with all my heart, i'faith ! but take this along 
tvith you ; what you mean as a term of reproach, I 
receive ^s a compliment to the materials nature has 
been pleafed to compound in this happy frame of 
minci 

Belpord. 

if ielf-afipiaufe be philoiophy, jfou have a.com^'' 
fortable fhare. 

BftUMPTON. 

I have, Sir^ and while my happiriefs is prcferved 
by it, keep you the gravity and good fenfe^ that 
make you too refined to be pleafi^d, too wife to 
be merry, and too knowing to be contented. I am 
in a fair way to be fuccefsful, without any trouble at 
all; you are likely to be moft fcurvily difappointed 
after a world of pains; An humble bow, which my 
dancing-iTmfter caught me, while I laughed at him ; 
a falhionable coat, for which, if my taylor is ever 
paid, he will laugh at me j an intriguing fnufF-box, 
and an apt valet de chambre, all thefe makq love for 
mc> and ^ 

Vol. IV. N Bel- 
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Belford. 
And you kflume the merit of the conqueft. 

Brumpton. 

Oh ! yes, when the trouble is over, I take the re- 
ward. Did you ever know a general officer, who, 
when the horfe and the foot, and the right and left 
wing have carried the day for him, did not claim to 
himfelf both the honour and the booty ? But you 
make a toil of a pleafure : love, which to me is a 
fcene of delight," to you is a drudgery ; your temper 
grows as four ias a prude's when the fermon is long^ 
and as hot as a Welfhman, if you laugh at his pe- 
digree 5 or a profefled fharper, if you doubt his no- 
. nour, after he has cogged the dice, and picked your 
pocket of your money* 

Belford. 
Why I own I am piqued, and naturally. If any 
friend of mine, outof merefpleen, fpeak detraftingly 
of the perfon I admire. Abfent I lee her, hear her, 
and my imagination gloats on her every charm. 

Brumpton. 

And you are fo eafily alarmed, that little difficul- 
ties are the Alps and Pirencans in your way. Nfow 
my faith in thefe matters removes mountains. But 
indeed in all things we are oppofire charafters : yon 
figh, Ifing; you fret, I am gay; you upon adifap- 

pointment, " Furies, death, and rage !'/ 1 burft 

into a laugh, and what a whimfical world we live 

ia? — ha! ha! But come, I will hear your itie- f 

lancholy ftory. . Well, the old dragon, 1 fuppoff, ijj 
watches the Hefperiau fruit* 

BeI- 
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Belford. 

e does, Sir: he keep's her locked up, ^s a mife!^ 
his gold, hot to be made ufe of till his death, 
:hen to fall into hands that won't know the va- 
fit. She is inacceffible, and her giiafdian, old 
bond> propofes to marry her himfelf. 

Brumpton; 

id fo like the tyrant of old> intends to tack a li- 
and dead body together. 

BfiLJ^ORD. 

^ien fb : mf dear Brumpton, tkert fhduid be ail 
>f parliament to hinder thefe old fellov/s from 
>ing the |>fx>pagation of the fpeciesi 

3U are too liard upon 'em : they are feldom guilty 
at mifchief. 1 have known 'em have twins at a 
; that is^ when fome fuch coxcomb ais rriyfelf 
i them a helping hand ; and then the old fellow 
s his hat upon it, and totters about fo vigo- 
y, Woridering how the babes refemble him in 
r particular j whilft the mother knows^ that Ihe 
wed the example of the Grecian paihtet*, and took 
ture from every one of her acquaintance. ' If he 
ents your marrying heri take your revenge that 



Belford. 

bW abfurd ! her heart I am fure is mine* I ufcd 
fit there s but now no admittance. 

N ^ Brumi^- 
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Rrumpton. 
Now my bufinefs goes on without any trouble or 
difEculty. My old dragon is in the country, and 
has left his fair ward; the fweeteft girl, nay dear Bel- 
ford—-— 

Belford. 

You defcribed her yefterday but few removes from 
an idiot. 

Brumpton. 
Pardon me t (he is fimple indeed, but fuch a fim- 
plicity ! It juft ferves to fhew that injuftice has been 
done her in her education, but in her every turn Ihc 
gives fuch tokens of fenfibility ! Ihe has beauty with- 
out knowing it; certain wild graces, rather thanac- 
complifhments, and talents inftead of fenfe. 

Belford. 
Po! a mere ruftic beauty. 

Brumpton. 
There now, derogating from her merit, and yet I 
am calm ! The truth is fhe has been brought up in 
the country, and wickedly kept in ignorance, that 
Ihe might fall an eafy prey to her guardian. But I 
have raifed a fpirit in her. 



Belford. 
And how the devil did you gain accefs to her? 

Brumpton. 

I was going to tell you. Old Neftor is out of town, 

and 
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and has left her in the care of the two verieft Ample- 
tons that ever whiflled for want of thought at a coun- 
try fair : but gold. Sir, gold, that fpeaks all lan- 
guages, and adapts itfelf to all rapacities, has pleaded 
moft eloquently for me. But, come, I pofitively 
muft leave you. 

Belford. 
Nay, if it muft be fo 

Brumpton. 

My de^r Belford, Cupid direft your arrows 

• [Exeunt. 

-I* 

SCENE a Street. 
Enter Lovibon^,- and Oldcastle. 

LOVIBOND. 

And but this moment returned, Mr. Oldcaftle ! 

Oldcastle. 
Juft this moment: ftepped out of the machine. 

Lovibond. 

Well ! and now I fuppofe you have prudently laid 
afide all thoughts of matrimony. 

Oldcastle. 

You are* a comical man, brother Lovibond. I 
have taken my meafures \ to-morrow makes me a 
bridegroom, and my fair ward, Mifs Mary Ann, a 
bride. 

Nj Lo- 
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LOVIBOND. 

And a little time will make you- ^ 

OLDtASTLE. 

Happy : tho', by that figniflcant look, you have 
your doubts. 

LOVIBOND. 

I have. Sir : 1 have a fhrcwd guefs that i 

Oldcastle. 
Then you'll be out in your guefs, 

LoviBONp. 
I wifh your horns a'n't out firft, 

Oldcastle. 
Well faid, and without any apprehenfion for yoiirv 
fclf. You are ftill determined to marry Mary Anp'i 
fifter Harriet I fuppofe. 

LoVIBOND. 

That's quite another bufinefs^ what I do^ is no rvk \ 
for your adions. 

Oldcastle, 
It is as Teverfaid : each man is ftill looking at the 
hump upon his neighbour's back, but never thinks 
of cafting an eye over his own (houlder, I warrant 
me now you, in your grand climacteric^ will tell mc 
1 am old. 
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LOVIBOND. 

Full ten years before me in the race of life. Be- 
fides, you are afuperantiurated batchelorj aftranger 
to the ways of wedlock. I am enured to the fervicc. 
Your fifter, Mr. Oldcaftle, could have told you what , 
a defperate good hufband I was. But, lack^tisly! 
you begin late. Mercy on your forehead, fay I,^ 
xncrcy on your forehead ! 

Oldcastle. 

How blind fome people are when they have taken 
a thing in their heads !' — ha ! ha ! 

LOVIBOND. 

Well ! well ! laugh on. But you that have been 
for ever a cenfor of your neighbours, for ever fleering 
and jibing at the married ftate 

Oldcastle. 

And a pleafant topic it is ! why matrimony affords 
a little comedy in every family one knows. Now 
the education I have given Mary Ann 

LOVIBOND, 

Is the worft in the world, 

Oldcastle. 
The very beft ! I have trained her up in plain fim- 
plicity. Woman's wit teems with contrivances to 
dif^race her hufband. Yet you would educate Har* 
rice in this profligate town 1 

N 4 Lo^ 
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LpviBOND.} 

Ay, and I have taught J[ier to know right from 
■wrong. V , , i ' 

\ . '. ' ' Ol^pCASTLE. ., . ' . 

You have indulged hetin eyery: -^oin:^? uus kn, 
tile t9^n affords, ' 

LOVIBOND, 

I have Ihewn her the world. 



OlpCastle. 
Have not you carried her to plays ? 

• LoyiBOND., 
To fee folly ridiculed. « 

Oldcastle. 
To profligate comedies? 

, LOVIBOND. 

The flage is the fchool of virtue, 

Oldcastle. ' 
The fchool of fin and impudence | 

LOVIBOND. 

\Vhere vice undergoes the lafh of fatire, 

. Oldcastle. 
Where vice is m.ade alluring, provoking ! 



/ 



4 



A CO MED Y; fQi 

LOVIBOND, 

.Where young ladies may lear n > , » 

Oldcastle, 

The ufe of dark-clofets, back-ftairs, and ladders 
of rope, . [ ^ 

LOVIBOND. 

Where they may learn tp put on the veil of mo- 
idefty. 

Oldcastle. 
To put on the breeches, and efcape from theip 
guardians, 

LOVIBOND, 

Where they are taught to refpeft grey-headed au- 
fhority! 

Oldcastle, 

, To make a cuckold of authority ! I know the wajrs 
of 'em all! their cards, routs, operas, Soho-aflem- 
blies, all contrivances to excite curiofity, kindle de- . 
pre, prompt inclination, and fend 'em all dancing ^ 
jig to deflruftion, 

LOVIBOND. 

Common-place invective ! Harriet will know hQi¥ 
to avoid 



Ol^DCASTLE. 

She will know how to deceive you. 



Lo' 
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LOVIBOND. 

She will have too much honour, 

Oldcastle. 

She will have too much wit. Now ~Mary-An» 
has no wild notions, and of co'urfe no dangerous cu- 

riofity, 

LoyiBOND. 

Her curiofity is to come. She will fall a prey to 
the firft powdered coxcomb that; bows to her. 

Oldcastle, 
Her fimplicity will preferve hen 

LOVIBONP. 

But when the ferpents of this town begin to whif- 
per in her ea r 

Oldcastle, 

They'll have no opportunity. She is fnug in m . 
little box of a houfe, which I have t^ken in the 
, name of Mr, Biddulph. I have another lodging in 
nty own name, where I tranfaft my affairs. Nobody 
will fee her j and when the nine day's wonder is 
over, I Ihall pack off to the country, and fo efcapc 
ffpm impertinence, 

LOVIBOND. 

Well ! well ! I can't but laugh at your fyftem of 
education ! Ha! ha! many her if you will j and 
then, on account of your age and infirmities, you 

may 
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fTiay do the bvifinefs of your office by deputy. Ha ! 
ha ! a plap of fimpllcity ! [^Exit. 

Oldcastle. 

Brother Loyibond, a good day to you -J wifh 

you fuccefs -Ha ! ha ! a town-education for a 

young girl ! 

Enfer Brumpton, 

Brumpton, 
How her old goaler will look when he returns to 
town, and finds (he has broke prifon 'l—- ^ — Hey ! is 
npt that Mr. Oldcaftle ? 

Oldcastle, 
Mr. Brumpton U 1 rejoice to fee you, 

Brumpton. 

My dear friend, yoii are come in the very crifis of 
my fate. 

Oldcastle. 

Recover your fenfes a little, and tell nie at yoqi' 
Icifure what is this nriighty bufmefs, 

Brumpton, 

Oh ! bufmefs of fuch a nature ! 

Oldcastle. 

You are in requefl; among the ladies, no doubt 
r— -Now will he lie like an attorney's clerk, (afi^^) 
You are going to help fome worthy gentleman td ai\ 
\it\r to his eftate, I warrant me. 

Prump, 
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Brumpton, 
I am going to help my father to a grandfon. 



Oldcastle. 
Going to be married ! ' 

Brumpton. 

This day may perhaps crown my joys. Some 
certain fumbiers at this end of the town, who were a 
little alarmed at the proportions of this leg, intend to 
I\g}it their vrindov/s upon it ; the Court of Aldermen 
i$ pr p^nng all demonftrations of joy ; and their 
unhappy wives are going into deep oiourning upon 
the occafion ! 

Oldcastle. 

The fame confident fop he ever was ! Well, 
and my friend Sir Theodore, what fays he to all 
this? 

Brumpton. 

Vou know his way ; the fame old crabbed hu- 
mour. He has made a match for me elfewhere with 

one that i would not deny the lady he r merit 

ilie preferves and pickles well, and is a very notable 
keeper of accounts. 

Qldcastl.e. 
She has a fortune, I prefume. 

, *' Brumpton, 

' Does not want acres. 

Old- 
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Oldcastlk. 
And you prefer one without any. 

Brumpton. 
You miftake me ! flie's an heirefs ; it is not clear 
that Ihe is of age, but as fbon as fhe comes to years 
of dilcretion 

Oldcastlu. 
Then (he may play the fool as feft as fiic will. 
But how did you bring this about, pray ? 

Brumptok. 

An old way that I have : I came, faw, and con- 
quered. I faw her at her windaw Such blooming 

fwcetnefs ! Her eyes were through my heart at 
once : love* i»fpired me with due courage. 

Oldcastle. 
That was right : a bold ftroke for a wife. 

Brumpton. 
I drank tea with her the very next evening. I 
imuft indeed admit, that her underftandiug i$ not the 
mod accomplilhed. 

Oldcastle. 
Sobeffi: never marry a wit. 

Brumpton. 

She is at prefent rather in a ftate of ignorance : 
but from thofc blue eyes (he occafionally darts fuch 

glances. 
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glances, as bcfpcak a mind fufceptiblc of the higheft 
rcfincmenti 

C^LDCASTLE, 

Where does (he live ? 

Brumpton. 
In tlie Very next ftreet. 

Oldcastle. 
What that ftreet there ? 

Brumpton. 

Yes, that : under the care of the veri^ft muck^ 
worm ! 

OLbdASTLE. 

tie means me, I fear, (^de) And hei* name> 
pray ? 

Brumptok« 
Mifs M^ry Ann Richley. 

Oldcastle. 
Wounds! whatadifcoveryhereis! (^^de) 

Brumpton. 

Her guardian's name is Biddulph. Perhaps yoii 
may know him. 

Oldca*stle. 
No, not I. The young rake-hell ! (afid^) 

Brump-- 



COMEDY 



207 



Brumpton. 

He means to abufe his truft, and confine youth 
md beauty within the arms of age and ugline^. 
rhere*s an old rogue for you ! Docs not he dc^rv^ 
:o be hanged ? 

Oldcastle. 
What a young villain ! {aftde) 

Brumpton. 
I beg your pardon : I did not hear. 

Oldcastle. 
I am feized with ar> ugly fit of coughing^— — ► 
coughs) But you (hould qonfider; the marriage- 
& is very ftrift, and requires the confent of prudent 
eople, 

Brumpton. 

Po! that's nothing. Abufe Scotland as they 
ill, it enables us to evade the laws of England. 

^ell now, adieu ! ^Oh ! I forgot to tell you. 

le'll be mine this very day. Brifk, my fellow, 
ho is a footman of talents, is to go to her as a te- 
^nt from the country, come to town with old Bid- 
ulph's commands to carry her down with him in 
le fly. She is fo timple me will believe it j and the 
afs about her will bite like gudgeons ; and fo 

-- — ha ! ha ! 1 kindle into rapture. I muft fly 

know tiie happy tidings. — ^Did you ever knowfo 
lappy an adventure ? , [Exit. 

Old« 
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Oldcastle. {alone) 
I never knew fo abandoned a young profligate, rior^ 
fo vile an adventure !-^ril ftep and nf)ake fure o^" 
.Mary-Ann this nioment. [Exit, 

SCENE Lovibond's tloufe. 

Enter Harriet. 

Harriet. 

To be locked up in this manner with an old rogim ^ 
of a guardian !-^Mr. Belford! Mr. Belford ! wht;y 
won't you be my deliverer ? He knows I like him ; I 
have told him fo a thoufand times ; that is my ey^s 
have told him fo j and yet he undertakes nothiag. 
Ah I my dear proteftor ! {feeing Lovibend ) 

Enter Lovi6ond. 

LOVIBOND. 

My bloflom ! 'my lovely little ward f to- 
morrow makes you the queen of my heart. But yCii 
muft be mild in authority, for you k-now =- 

Harriet. 

Yes, i know how tender you have been. Youf 
Confining mef here fo maay days, is to m^ a proof of 
the tendereft love. 

LOVIBOND. 

Yes, It is a m.ark of my affeftiori. 

Harriet. 

There are many reafons why I fliGuld riOt ventur^ 
abroad i more than you dream of 






\ 
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LoVIBOND. 

ju alarm me: what reafons ? 

Harriet. 
'hy the danger is— ^— No— — you'U be for fight- 
he odious man. 

LoVIBOND. 

rU not fight ril live for you* 

Harriet. 
jt will you follow my advice, and fpeak to hinl 
ily, without paffion ? 

LoviBOND. 
will. Let me he^i" : what's the matter ? 

Harriet. 

^hy that Mr. Belford, whofe vifits yeu ufed td 
lurage-^ 

LOVIBOND*. 

have hot liked him a good while— what of* him ? 

Harriet. 

>h ! he's a wicked man. He has vile, defigns in 
dead, and would fain have me liften to his pro- 

JSi 

LoVlBOlfJD* 

'he impudence of the young men of this age I 
, IV. O Har. 
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Harriet. 

Your back is no fooner turned, than he raps at 
the door, and at the windows, and difgraces me with 
all the neighbours. My charafter will be ruined, 
{pretends io cry) unlcfs you find fome method to— 

LOVIBOND. 

Don*t be alarmed> my fweet : FU bar my door^ 
gnd you fhw't ftir out this twelvemonth. 

Harriet* 
That won*t do. 

LOVIBOND. 

Then you fhall never go out at all. 

Harriet. 

That's fome comfort. But in the rhean time fd 
have my reputation blafted by an abandoned libcr- 
iint-^^Jhe cries) Csefar's wife fhould not only b€ 
virtuous, but free from fufpicion. 

LoVIBOND. 

The fepfible girl ! this is owing to her education. 
Her fifter Mary- Ann could not make fuch a remark, j 
ril go and fwear the peace againft him. 

Harriet. 
I wifli you would. 



U^ 
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LOVIBOND. 

lo it direftly. Til let him know by a jufti ce's 
t that Casfar^s wife is not to be trifled with. 

Harriet. 

pray tell him, I hate him 5 that he may come 
1 as he will under niy window, but it will be to 
pofei for I fliall not endeavour to let him in. 

LOVIBOND, 

hall hear it. 

Harriet. 

him kiiow that, though he is young, an4 
iie> all his charms are loft upon me. 

LOVIBOND. 

loit. 

Harriet. 

hini yo\i have bfen a father to me : that I 
r you ftill as my father» and that I think ic 
ral to love giddy young men, when I can be 
h better off with you. 

LOVIBON-D. 

hall hear it on every fide of his ears. 

Harriet. 

but without lofs of time. I flian't be ealy 
Lnows my mind. 

O i Lo- 
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LOVIBOND. 

Nor I. It is fit he (hould know your mind. 

Harriet. 
Yes, and tell him, if he fhould come when you 
* are out, not all his winning ways Ihall prevail on 
me to run away with him. 

LOVIBOND. 

You have charmed me ; tranfported me ; raviflied 
me ; get up ftairs. Til feek him this moment — - 

Ha ! ha ! this all fprings from her good fenfe: 

this is knowing right from wrong— — ha ! ha ! 
, • [Exit. 

Harriet. 

Be fure you tell him every word — ^and if Mr. 
Belford does but underftand every word as I intend 
it, then I may ftill wing my flight to his dear arms. 
A new fcheme this of mine ! But love infpircd it, 
and love may crown it with fuccefs. [£^V. 

SCENE Oldcastle's Hou/e. 

Enter Peter and Bridget. 

Peter. 
Yes, yes, Bridget i the gentleman's generous 
enow, for a matter o'that. 

Bridget. 

And pray, Peter, do the London folk always give 

money 
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to the like of we, as often as they come in or 
the houfe ? 

Peter. 

zure, and the farving folk call it wails. Why, 
t, poor farvants would not be able to ape all 
lafter's follies, and powder like fine gentry, 
rfe and fwear like Lords, an fo be every body 
I give at ftreet door more than any thing they 
the houfe is worth, 

Bridget. 
well that's pure, fure enow I 

Peter. 

to me, do ye zee, 1 does not care how often 
itleman comes, and for a matter o'that, I does 
e how long mafter flays in the country. 

Bridget. 

fe London ways are comical, that's for fure. 
af the door) More grife to the mill. Go and 
le door, Peter. 

Peter. 
jTOurfclf, an you go to that. 

Bridget, 
ill budge none, not L 

Peter. 
I, faith and troth ! (another rap) ' 

Bridget. 
^, how can you be fo crofs ? 

O 3 Peter. 
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Peter. 
You put all upon me, that's your way. Who's a| 
the door ? 

Oldcastle. {within) 
Open the door, you varlets, open the door. 

Bridget, 
Oh! it'smafter. HI go. 

Peter. 
Mafter !- then Til go. v 

Bridget. 
Stand out of the way, can't you ? 

Peter. 
Stand away yourfelf : I be ready, ben't II 

Bridget. 
Farther a field, will you ? 

Oldcastle. {rapping) 
Within there, open the door, I fay. 

Bridget. 
Call here to Peter : he won't let a body. 

Peter. 
Nobody Ihall but 1. {opens the door) Sarvant^ 
mafter. 

Enter Oldcastle. 

Bridget. 
Welcome home, mafter. 

Oldcastle. 
Why am I to wait thus ? 

Peter. 
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Peter. 
It was all her doings, 

Bridget. 
ft was all his doings as well as I, 

Oldcastle. 
Peace, numflculls ! how is every body at home ? . 

Peter. 
Charmingly well. 

Bridget. 
All in pure health, ^praife' for every thing; and 
Mifs Mary Ann fings about the houfe like a little 
bird in a cage, 

Oldcastle. 
Has not fhe been melancholy fince I went into th« 
country ? 

Bridget, 
No, Lord love her, not ihe, 

Oldcastle^ 
No ! (in a ^ajftori) 

Bridget, 
Yes ! — how terrible he looks I 

Oldcastle, 
Did not fhe long for my return ? 

Petto, 
Hugequfly ! fo we did all, ^ ^ 

O 4 Old^ 
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Oldcastle. 
Vixen ! jade ! villain ! rafcal ! 

Peter, 
Tm down o'my knees 

Bridget. 
So be I — mercifvil fathcK, how ■ » 

Oldcastle. 
You have obeyed my orders, have you ? 

Peter. 
He'll murder us both, as furc as a gun, 

Oldcastle. 
What you are fneaking away, are you ? Oh ! it*3 
^1 top true. Cdme back, or 

Bridget, 
Yes, Sir, 

Peter, 
No, Sir, 

Oldcastle. 

Oh ! Mary Ann ! Mary Ann !-? 1 could never 

have imagined— -call Mary Ann hither » 

Both, 
Yes^ Sir, (they run out) 

Oldcastle. 

Now will they plot, and put their heads together 
r-Mary Ann ! — Mary Ann ! — Oh ! here Ihe comes. 
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Mary Ann, playing with a cup and ball, and 
ftnging. 

Mary-Ann. 
you be come, I fee, 

Oldcastle* 
:, I am come home, 

Mary-Ann, 

ter late than never. I began to think as how 
id forgot poor I. I expelled you all the live- 
iay, fo I did -, and there did not go by a coach 
art, or a horfe or an afs, but I thought it was 
Ah ! I am glad you're come. What's the 
r ? Ben't you well ? 

Oldcastle. 
u have been very well, I hope, fince I left you. 

. Mary-Ann. 

! yes, purely. Neither fick nor forry, not I. 
les^ that is not true neither, for laft night 

Oldcastle. 
[I night !— what of laft night ? 

Mary-Ann. . 

:tle Pompey barked fo all night long, I could 
eep a wink. 

Old- 
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Oldcastle. 

Is that ^11 ? You have not been out any where, 
have you ? 

Mary-Ann. 

Out ! — law, where Ihould I go ? I don't like go- 
ing out in this ftrange outlandiib place. I like thq 
country better by half, 

Oldcastle. 
Well ! well ! you fhall go back foon^ 

Mary-Ann. 

But then mayn't I go and fee fitter Harriet firft ^ 
an ill natured thing that's what fhe is : fhc has not 
been to fee poor I, ever fince I came to the great 
town. 

Oldcastle. 

You (hall fee her. So you pafled your time very 
merrily ! 

Mary-Ann. 

Never better in all my days. But you don*tfeem 
glad to fee a body. 

Oldcastle. 

Yes, yes 3 I am glad to fee y6u. The little Jeza- 
bel won't rell me a word {aftde) — fhall I tax her with ^ 
it direftly, or v/ait a little longer to fee htr cunning ? 
— Let you and 1 go and chat a little together above ^=^ 
ftairs. 

Mary — 
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Ah! you look crofs. With all heart, TU go' 
pronC;^ two^ three, and away, [^Exif. 

Oldcastle, 

The little frippery, how fhe carries it ofF! I 
burA, Vn\ in a fever : I have had the grafs cut under 
my feet. Oh ! the young Magdalen ! The fly ini- 
quity 4 Mary- Ann, come back I fay. 

Enter Mary-Ann. 

Mary-Ann. 
Ah ! I fee you don't love me 

Oldcastle. 

You are much miflaken, draw a chair-— (it down. 
— Well ! and how have you paflTed your time in my 
iLtfence ? 

Mary-Ann. 
As well as any thing. 

Oldcastle. 
Have you any news ? 

Mary-Ann. 

News! — law, not I— fikins, I fib tho'. I have 
news to tell you. 

Oldcastle. 
Have you ? Well 1 

Mary- 
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Mauy-Annt. 
Litde kitten's dead. 

Oldcastle. 
ludeed! 

Mary-Ann. 
Ah ! if you had iecn all its pretty little tricks, and 
how it played about. It grieved me to lofe fhc. 
But fquirrel's well. 

Oldcastle. 
Is he ? 

Mary-Ann» 
Yes, and fo' is mackaw. 

Oldcastle. 
Ay ! that's good news. 

Mary-Ann. 

Yes, and I have marked three fhirts, and hemmed 
five handkerchiefs. 

Oldcastle. 

Mighty well! {patifes and looks at her earnejlly) 
Mary Ann, this is a wide and dangerous world we live 
in : icandal, malice, and detraftion are ever flying 
about, conftantly on the wing, and fpreading perni- 
cious tales to the ruin of every charafter. 

Mary- 
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Mary-Ann. 
You frighten a body, yoy talk fo. 

Oldcastl£. 

Draw near, fweet, draw near. Some ihipertincnt 
neighbours have whifpered — but I did not believe 
'em — they have faid, that while I was in the countiy, 
a young gentleman frequented here, and was well re- 
ceived, Mary Ann. But I have laid a wager thert 
was no foundation for any fuch idle givings out, 

Mary-Ann. 
How much have you laid ? 

Oldcastle, 
Five pounds to four. 

Mary- Ann. 

All that! make a hedge of it, as you did at the 
horfe-race. 

Oldcastle. 
Whyfo? 

Mary-Ann. 
Caufe, you'll lofe. 

Oldcastle. 
Then there was A young gentleman here ? 

Mary-Ann. 

As fure as a gun. He was here for ever and for 
ever, morning, noon, and night. 

Old- 
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Oldcastle. 

But, my little lambkin, did not I forbid any vifits ^ 
1 won't be certain, but if my memory does not fail 
me 

^ MAry-Ann. 

Oh ! for a matter o'that, you mtif be certain: yoiJ 
did forbid it, fure enough. 

Oldcastle. 
And why was I diCobeyed, my dear ? 

Mary-Ann; 

it's the furprifingell thing in the world: I'll t^^H 
you all about it. 

Oldcastle; 
That's right j let Us hear. 

Mary- Ann: _ 

I was fitting in the balcony, thinking of no earth^^J 
thing, and he paflfed by on the other fide of the W^-^y 
—Ah I he looked as handfome as an ahgel> and fo h^--^ 
made me a low, bow : I blufhed up to my very ear^^^ 
and fo I got up, and made a low curtefy ; and fo h^^^ 
kifled his hand, and I could not help fmiling at that^^ 
and fo he bowed again and again, and I curtefyec^^. 
again and again, and then he walked up the ftreet^ ^^' 
aud down the ftreetj and to and frOi and backwards ^a 
and forwards; and would you believe it? He did ^^ 
not mifs a time making me a bow w^ith all the good ^^ 
nature in the world, and fo I was as good natiired a^ ^^^ 
hcj and if he had llaid all night lonsr, I fhould have '^ 

ftaid -^ 
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I, for I thought it would not be right to be 
in civility. 

Oldcastle. / 

:hofe damned balconies, I always hated them^ 
/ell ! go on, Mary Ann. 

Mary-Ann. 

and fo the next day a large, comely fat gentle- 
:ame to me, and fhe had three or four band- 
11 of fine things, and (he faid fhe had orders 
ne my choice of charming lace, and charming 



Oldcastle. 
the execrable procurefs ! {afide) 

Mary- Ann. 

ire very pretty, my dear, fays (he, but it's a 
I fhould be mewed up here. And then (he of- 
* to take me home to her own houfe, and faid 
Id dizen me out with diamonds, and theil a 
lid fall in love with me. 

Oldcastle. 
nfernal forcerefs ! {afide) 

Mary-Ann. 
then could you think of her goodnefs ? In- 
:an't help loving her for it* She offered me 
d meet the young gendeman at her houfe. I 
. her, and took it very kind, but I did not 
go to flrange places, and fo I fai4 the gentle- 
ght conje here if he would. 

Old- 
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Oldcastle. 

Oh! the travelling milliner ! [afide) Well, afld 
did he come ? 

Mary-Ann* 

That he did fure enough. And he faid the very 
fight of me cured him of his wounds. Ah! I am 
fure you can't blame me, for I could not let him die, 
fo I could not, I almoft cried my eyes out when 
little kitten died. 

Oldcastle. 

Brother Lovibond is right. Oh ! I dread the reft. 

(afide) 

Marv-Ani^. 
Ah ! — but you are angry now— 

Oldcastle. 
No, not angry. Well ? how did he behave ? 

Mary-Ann, 

Ah ! he had fuch a pretty fmile, and he gave m« 
this twee : and he gave Bridget and Peter whole hand-' 
fuls of money. 

OLDCAStLfi* 

, What did he fay? 

Mary-Ann* 
Oh ! the prettieft words in the world* 



OLiyCASTLE. 

But he did not touch you ? 



MaI^^- 
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Mary-Ann. 
*s, I beg your pardon for that, but he did, 

Oldcastle. 
;d fo. (aJideJ-^-Go on. 

Mary -Ann. 
ed me a thoufand and a thoufand times* 

Oldcastle* 
•s ! daggers ! daggers ! (afide) 

Mary-Ann. 
ueezed my hand fo tenderly. 

Oldcastle. 
! wormwood r wormwood ! 

Mary-Ann. 
k me round the neck. 

Oldcastle. 
ht as much (^^<f)-— ^proceedi 

Mary-Ann, 
und the waift, and he ■ ■ « 

Oldcastle. 
low J now for the worft. — How I tremble ! 

P Mary*. 
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Mary-Ann. 
What's the matter with you ? 

Oldcastle. 

Nothing ^wc fhall have fome rain my com 

fhootsj that's all. . Did you do nothing more to cure 
his wounds ? 

Mary-Ann. 

Look you there now ! you are angry : oughfl to 
have done more ? 

Oldcastle. 
No; enough ofall confciences but, areyoufurc 
this was all ? 

Mary-Ann. 

He gave me this fan, and a pair of ear-rings; and 
I am fure it was very civil of him to fhew lo much 
good nature to a ftranger. 

Oldcastle. 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann, all his fmooth words, all 
his tendernefs, all his fmiles, were baits to entrap 
you, to enfnare you to your ruin. 

Mary-Ann. 

Ah ! but he told me to the contrary, over and 
over, and over again. 

Oldcastle. 
I know the world : it was all for your deftruftio^* 
Go up to your room : all this fhall be explained to 
you. 



I 
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Mary-Ann. 
Ah ! but you are out of humour with a body. 

Oldcastle. 
Do as 1 bid you. 

MarY'Ann. 

Yes, that's what I will. By goles, he*s a fweet 
gentleman, fcr all you, that's what he is, [afide) 

Oldcastle. (alone) 
What an efcape have I had ! and yet her an inge- 
nuous manner of confefling all, gives me fome hopes. 
I'll read her a lefture, and then I'll go and let Sir 
Theodore Brumpton know what a villain his fon is. 
Oh ! Mary Ann^ Mary Ann. 



EnJ of il^ FIRST ACT. 



Pa ACT 



ai8 THE SCHOOL FOR GUARDIANS. 

ACT the JS E C O N D. 

Scene Lovibond's. 

Enter Harriet. 

Harriet. 

HOW my heart beats! poft hafte, gallop! 
gallop ! and no wonder. It's a dangerous eXf 
periment 1 have tried. Could I but convey this lettqr 
to Mr. Belford — hufli 1 here comes my turn-key J 

Enter Lovibond. 

LOVIBOND. 

Well Harriet, I have executed your comnrjiflioiv I 

Harriet. 
How did he receive it ? 

• Lovibond. 
Terribly mortified, tho' I thought I marked, as 
he went off, an odd fort of ' a dry conftraincd 
fmile. 

Harriet. 

But I fliall have no more reafon to complain of hin^; 
I hope. 



Lovibond. 
Ha ! ha ! I almoft pitied the poor drviL 



r 
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Harriet. 
[eferves no pity, Mr. Lovibond. 

LOVIBOND. 

jeve it. But he knows he was engaged in a 
irfuit ; he faid fo himfelfi and bid me affure 
would lofe no more time. 

Harriet. 

: revives me. 

Lovibond. 
^ill hardly come this way again. 

Harriet. 

I't know .what to fay to th^t. {aftde) I dread 
trary. I am afraid he will not renounce me fo 
5 you may imagine. 

Lovibond. 
pray, what reafon have you for thinking fo ? 

Harriet. 

e terrible proofs againft him. While you wa%. 
came again under my window. 

Lovibond* 



Harriet. 
away at the fight of him. But the window 
pen, he flung this little box into the room 
stter in it. 

P 3 Lo- 
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LOVIBOND,. 

A letter in it ! 

Harriet. 

Yes, the wicked contriver ! a letter in it. I ran tQ 
the window to throw it to him again, but he was 
gone, and then it occurred to me that it might not 
be quite fo prudent to throw it into the ftreet, left it 
fliouid fall into the hands of malicious people, who 
might mifinterpret appearances to my difadvantage. 

LoVIBOND. 

That was wifely judged. 

Harriet. 
I have been ever fince thinking that it ought to 
be returned, and if I had a proper perfon-^ — ? 

LoyiBOND, 
Who fo proper as myfelf ? Let me have it. 

Harriet. 

No, no ; it would affront him more if delivered 
by a common porter. 

LOVIBOND, 

Excufe me, I am the fitteft perfon. A letter in a 
box ! what contrivances they have ! Til take care he 
Ihall have it, and he will look fo filly when he per- 
ceives that all his fchemes are baffled. 

Harriet. 

Why indeed, it will aftonifti him the more, ify^^ 
deliver it. 
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LOVIBOND. 

So it will — ha ! ha ! it will be a rare ftroke of 

revenue. Ha! ha! 

Harriet, (laughing) 
The neweft that ever was. 

LOVIBOND. 

I like it of all things. But firft let me fee the con- 
tents of his letter. 

Harriet. 

Dear heart, not for the world. Would you give 
the horrid man room to imagine that a girl of cha- 
rafter would fo much as open the feal of his odious 
letter ? Let me advife, Mr. Lovibond ; to return it 
unopened will be the ftrongefl n^ark of contempt, and 
thegreateft affront that can be put upon him, 

Lovibond, 

There is forqething in that. Yqur wifdom charms 
me, Yqu endear yoqrfeif to me more and more every 
hour. 

Harriet. 
Ufe your own difcretion v/hether to open it or not I 
But the reafpns I have given . ■ ^ . 

Lovibond. 

Are to me conclufive. Til about this bufinefs di- 
rcftly. Ha ! ha ! we'll put the greateft affront in the 
world upon him. Ha ! ha \ the trueft mark of ^on^ 
tempt^ ha ! ha ! good-by, rofe-bud;, gQod--by. [Exit, 

P 4 ^ Har 
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Harriet. 

Yes, yes, let him have it unopened. If this plot 
takes, I Ihall have my utmoft wifh. And making, 
him my go-between in the bufinefs, gives life and 
fpirit to the plot. If I can out- wit him, I ihall be 
happy at lad. [^Exit. 

Scene Oldcastle-s Hou/e. 

Enter Oldcastle, and Mary-Ann* 

Mary-Ann4 
A mortal fin ! 

Oldcastle. 

Yes, a mortal fin ! you are unexperienced in thefe 
"matters. It is a fin, child, to accept of prefents frorn 
men, twees, fans, and Bruflfels lace. Bruflels lace 
has done as much mifchief as the forbidden fruit.-—! 
wifh I had bred her up a Quaker, {afide) ^ Mind my 
v/ords : to indulge wanton young men in liberties 
with your perfon ; to let'em fold you round the 
waift, play with your neck, and print lafcivioua. 
kifies on your lips, is the fure road to deftruclion.. 

Mary-Ann, 

Ah! but I don't believe that — and a pity it^ 
fliould, for, (fmilin^ at him) it is very agreeable* 
I am {\!ir^ I like it better than quellions and com- 
}Tiands, or hide and go feek, either. 

Oldcastle. 

I tell you they are all abominable things till th^ 
iTiarriagc -ceremony is performed. . . 

. . M^Rr-* 
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Mary-Ann, 

And is it alloweci then ? 

Oldcastle. 
Then^ and then only, Mary Ann, 

Mary-Ann. (Jmiling) ' 

By goles, I am glad to hear that, and fo marry rxio 
as foon as you will. 

Oldcastle. 

Hold, beware, Mary Ann. I marry you for my-i 
Tclf only : you muft defpife and detefl all others. 

Mary-Ann, 
I wifh you would let me go and feed my birds, 

Oldcastle. 

Compofe your thoughts, I fay. Marriage is an 
holy inftitution, and exafts rigorous duties on the 
part of the wife.. You muft love, honour, and obey 
your hufband. Be upon your guard; the enemy of 
vvoman-kind is for ever prowling about in queft of 
preyj always ready to feduce, to murder, and de^. 
vour, and fwallow up in the jaws of ruin evejy fraU 
yoijng creature that conies in his way. 

Mary-Ann. {hiiYJis into tears) 
But they (han't fwallow me up, fo they fhan't. 

Oldcastle. 

Ay! ay! this will do her good. Come, come,^ 

vry up your tears^ 

tylAHY-- 
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Mary-Ann- (fobbing) 

I did not do any thing to be devoured in the 
jaws of ruin, foldidqot. 

Oldcastle. 

No, no ; all will be well. 'Tis for your good I 

fpeak. So, fo, (o i have done crying. There 

make me a curtefy. Mighty well ! be a good girl, 

Mary -Ann. 
Ah ! but they (han't murder, and devour me, for 
there are folks enough in London all hours of the day^ 
to affift a body ; and if he comes in the night, I can^=^ 
call the watch, fo I can. 

Oldcastle. 

I am pleafed with her fimplicity. This youn^= 

profligate that you have let into my houfe, if h e 

fliould come under your window again — That's righ^^K. 
I have a thought : you fliall fling him out all his pr e-=* . 
fents, you (hall write him a letcer, and tell him wh^^c 
a monfter he is. Come, take that chair, fit dow:x^, 
take that pen, and write as I diftate to you. 

Mary -Ann. (fitting down.) 
Law ! I does noc underftand all this. 

Oldcastle. {walking about) 1 

Write as I diftate. Come, begin. Mr. Brump- 
ton. {gees to the fide of the fcene) Peter, bring me ijp 
a candle. 



Mary-Ann. 
" Dear Mr. Brumpton ! ' 



OtP- 
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Oldcastle, 
Mr. Brumpton, and no more. 

Mary-Ann. (Jmiling afide) 
Very well. 

Oldcastle. {kmlking about) 

You are a vile man, and your vifits I now fee 
/prung from a bad defign. 

Mary -Ann. {aftde) 

Ah! I don't like thcfe words. By goles (Jmiling 
as his back is turned) I know /what TU do- — (ftifling a 
laugh) I have writ it. 

Oldcastle. 
To ruin my future happinefs 

Mary -Ann. 
Happinefs. {writes) 

Oldcastle. 

Your intention is bafe, and unworthy of a gentle- 
ixian. 

MARY-ilNN. ' 

Very well, {writes) 

Oldcastle. 
You are odious in your perfbn ; deteftable in your 
morals, and the fcorn of al 1 our fex. Have you writ 
it ? 

Mary- 
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Mary-Ann. 
Stay, ftay, all our fex. (writes) 

Oldcastle. 
I am in love with Mr. Biddulph, 

Mak,y-Ann. 
Who ? 

Oldcastle. 

Write as I bid you. I aiYi in love with Mr. Bid- 
dulpk, a worthy good gentleman ; and out of his 
hands, it never fliali be in your power to feduce me. 

Mary-Ann. {fmiUng) 
Very well. 

Oldcastle. 
Therefore let me never fee you any more—Mary 
Ann Richley. 

Mary-Ann, (writes) 
"Mary Ann Richley. 

Oldcastli, 
'Now let me Fead it. 

Mary-Ann. 
No, no 'y ftay, flay ^ moment : not quite done. 

Enter- 
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Enter Peter, {with a candle) 

Peter. 

Here be the candle, mailer. The gentleman is 
walking under the window now. 

Oldcastle. 

Is he? Makehafte, fold up the letter; let me do 
it; let me doit. Make hafte; come, come, dif- 
patch, he'll be gone, elfe. ^ou fhall throw it to him 
jiow, and all his prefents!^^ Come, come, mal^c 
„hatte. 

Mary-Ann. 
Ah! lam ready. I like this of all things* 

^Exeunt in a violent hurry. 

Sane the Street. 
Enter Belford, a7td Lovibond, 

LOVIBOND. 

Once more well met. Sir. You can write I fancy, 
c:an't you ? 

Belford. 
The drift of that queftion. Sir ? 

LOVIBOND. 

I fancy you know this little bauble, (jhewing »• 
iox) You don't know it to be fure, no, nor the let- 
ter in the infide. Here tak^ it back, I charge no- 
thing 
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thing for the poftage. You have it unopened, in 
Jiatu quo. (opens the box) Look ye here ; ha !— » 
you have it in good order, and well conditioned as 
it came. Ha ! ha ! — "^Harriet would not read a 
word of it : Ihe had no curiofity about it. 

Belford. 
But I have, {ajtdey and taking the lettery opens it) 
Heavens blefs her wit, {afidey and reads) 

LOVIBOND. 

Ay ! you know tfe» hand-writing. Take notice 
you broke the feal yourfelf. None of us read a word 
of it. We return it unopened, to make the affront 
the deeper. 

Belford. 

I believe you, Sir. 1 fee you never read a worci 
of it. 

LOVIBOND. 

Not a fyllable : her pride would not fuJffer it. 

BfiLFOkD. 

Well, fince it is come to this, being out of hurtioi-:*^ 
will avail nothing — Ha J ha ! I can't help laughing • 

LOVIBOND. 

^ That's pleafant of you. Ha! ha! ha f 

Belford. 
Yes, very pleafant.. Ha I ha! ha! 
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LOVIBOND. 

Ste what your intrigues are come to I 

Belford. 
Yes, Sir, you have brought *em to a. fine pafs. 

LOVIBOND. 

Ay ! you fee I am not to be tricked. 

Enter Oldcastle* 

Oldcastle. 
Mr. Lovibon^, I am wild with joy* 

LOVIBOND. 

And fo am I. 

. Belford. 

Who is that old fellow? (ajtdej and reads his 
Jeiter) 

Oldcastle. 

I have managed matters charmingly. Who is 
that fpark ? 

LoVIBON». 

You need not be fliy of him. Mr. Old'— • 

Oldcastle. 
Call me Biddulph. (afide) 

Lo* 
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LOVIBOND. 

Well ! I fancy you will tofs no more letters In at 
the window. 

Belford. 

No truly, Sir, not I : and I beg you will affurci 
the lady that 

LOVIBOND. 

Ay ! let us hear: you need not mind this gentle- 
man. Come, come, let us hear, now brother 
Old — 

Oldcastle* 
Call me Biddulph. iflfide) 

LOVIBOND. 

Ay ! now hear him, Mr. Biddulph. 

Belford. 

I beg the lady's pardon, Sin I refign myfejf ta 
her inclinations, and fhall obey her comm.ands* 

LOVIBOND. 

Very well. 

Belford. 

You are too powerful a rival, and fince it is fo 
you will be pleafed to tell her I mofl heartily approve 
of the choice Ihe has made. 



LOVIBOND. 

Do you hear that ? {jo Oldcastle.)' 



Bei-- 
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Belford. 

er fuperior fenfe fhines forth in cwry* aftion of 
ifcj and, Sir, I have only to fay that Ifhall never, 
her caufe to complain again. You will repord 
the lady> andj Sir> I take my leave. lExif. 

~ LOVIBOND. 

lere, there, you fee v/hat a happy rriari I am^ 

Oldcastle. 
ell, and now let me tell you ^ 

LOVIBOND. 

:an't (lay to hear : I am in the elements with 
Brother Oldcaftle, your fervant. [Exin 

Oldcastle, > 

It, brother Lovibond, let me tell you — an en- 
s man, he can't bear his neighbours happinefs. 
ft follow hini and tell him all. [Exil. 

Enter Brisk. 

Brisk. 

[y dear good-nature hold you your tongue ! you 
i in vaifi : not a ftep will I budge. I am rockj 
will be made a dupe no more. Well faid rpy 
refentment : we know the world now, and will 
!d a devil's dance no longer. Bravo Bri(k, now 
are free, and your own man again. Service is a 
unthankful office, and for the mere honour oF 
-Pfliaw ! pox ! now my honour muft be heard^ 
OL. IV. CL Wh^C 



241 THE SCHOOL FOR GUARDIANS. 

What will the world fay of you, Mr. Brifk, you that 
have hitherto been the firft footman in England, re- 
nowned for your parts and your abilities ! money is 
abfolutely neceffary for your matter's affairs : Mr. 
Oldcaftle is his only refource, and you have orders to 
apply for it diredlly. But, my dear honour, you 
"know what an empty bubble you are, and how often 
I have been kicked in your fervice. The more glory, 
man ; If any body thinks it worth his while to kick 
you, it's a fign you are rifing in the world. Thofe 
are the things that will help your fortune, and make 
an excifeman of you at laft ! bravo ! I kindle at the 
thought. I muft go on; one effort more, Brifk, 
and then— -—But how ! how to touch the cafh !— 
*' My Mafler is in the utmoft diflrefs^ Sir, and wiU 
'^ be for ever obliged to you" — >— Pfhaw ! that will 
never do— -I have a ftratagem, and if I can but meet 
with mailer Oldcallle-^— ha ! as luck will have it- 
courage, Brifk ! here he comes. 

Enttr Oldcastle. 

Brisk. 

Oh ! Sir ! I am glad I have met you at laft. I 
have fought you thro' the whole town. 

• Oldcastle. 
You live with young Brumpton, don't you ? 

Brisk. « 

The fame. Sir. Such a tide of affairs coming upon 
him ! fuch an unforefeen accident ! poor Sir Theo- 
dore, Sir ! the good worthy gentleman, on his way 
fl*om the country ■ » ■■ ■■ 

Old- 



I 



A COMEDY, 243 

OLDCASTLEi 

t underftood he was in town. 

Brisk. 

He was coming to town. Sir ; we expeflcd him 
tvcry hour. And now the fatal news is arrived. He 
was taken fuddenly ill ; no affiftance near i it hap- 
pened on the road ; the poor gentleman expired, and 
in the moft critical moment ! 

OLDCAStLE. 

Carried off in this manner you fay, and without 
having time to be ill ! 

Baisk, 

Yes, Sir; without a fingle eonfultation of phyfi- 
cians ! It's very hard ! It's a pity he was in fuch a 
hafte to die. But good fometimes comes of evil 
they fay. The news has wrought a wonderful change 
in my young mafter. Sir Theodore had made ^ 
match for him in the country; a great match in- 
deed! 

Oldcastle* 
Ay! I heard of it. 

Brisk. 

And yet the fon, perverfe and obftinate, was in 
love here in town ; that is, he fancied he was, with 
an inGgnificant hufley, and was determined to marry 
Ker^ in oppofition to his poor father* 

0^2 Old- 
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Oldcastle. 
I have heard of that too. 

Brisk. 

But he is now (hocked to find that he has been i 
monfter of difobedience, and he gives up all thought 
of this town lady. 

Oldcastle. 
That's right : the good young man ! 

Brisk. 

He renounces her for ever, Sir, and is refolved to 
go ofi^ immediately for the country, and marry no 
woman in the world but the perfon defigned for him 
by his father. 

Oldcastle. 

The good young man ! this is the beft iiews I ever 
heard in my life, {^/tcie) The good young man! 

Brisk. 

But then his intention of going out of town, I fear, 
may be fruftrated. . 

Oldcastle. 
As how ! that mult not be. 

Brisk. 

Why we were kept a little bare of cafh latterly^ 
juft to reduce him to a fenfe of his duty : and now he 
wants wherewithal to difcharge fome little bills, be- 
fore we fet out for the country. 

Old* 
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Oldcastle. 

Why, I am indebted to Sir Theodore*s eftate. 
The intentions of the young man muft not be frus- 
trated. . • 

Brisk. 
Heaven forbid ! 

Oldcastle. 

Here, I have in a purfe here— Ha! ha! I fhall 

get rid of a plague and a torment {afide) 1 can 

let him have a couple of hundreds {Joolds out the 

^urje to him) 

Brisk. 
Ah ! Sir ! if you will be fo generous. 

Oldcastle. 

Here, here; take it to him. and tell him he can't 
go out of town too foon. 

Brisk. 
I Ihall be fure to tell him Sir. [Exit. 

Oldcastle. 

A good journey to him, fay I. How ! is not that 
he? 

Enter Brumpton. {humming a tune^ 

Oldcastle.. 

Well, Mr. Brumpton — the young rogue, no- 
thing affefts him. Now will h e tell me that he is 
going back into the country. 

0^3 Brum?- 
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Oldcastle. 
Oh! the Jezebel! {afidt) 

Brumpton. {reads) 

" I hate Mr. Biddulph, an odious old wretch j 
u and — - 

Oldcastle, 
Tlve vile harlotry ! {afide) 

Brumpton. (reads) 

** And out of my guardian's hands, it is in your 
^^ power to relieve me. Yours indeed, and indeed^ 
" until death us do part — Mary AnnRichley." 

Oldcastle. 
She has reverfed every word of it ! 

Brumpton. 

There's an adventure! ha! ha! haj Is not (he 

a charming girl ? You don't partake of my joy. 

Oldcastle. 

Partake of your joy — I — I — I — yes. 

[loiking un-eafy 

Brumpton. 
What a way old Biddulph will be in I 

Oldcastle. 
Why, I muft fay I feel for him. 

Brumpt 
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Brumpton. 

for him, a bafe betrayer of his truft ! who could 
lis withered, fuperannuated love to the fweeteft 
and with the winter of old age nip fo much 
r in its bud ! January and May joined together! 
lot that make you laugh I 

Oldcastle. 

1 afraid of laughing, tho' I love it of all things, 
me a coughing. Well ! but trouble may 
of all this. 

Brumpton^ 
7cr be uneafy. An't you amazed at my fuc- 



Oldcastle, 

m indeed. I never was fo confounded in all 
lys (afide) I wifh as heartily as a minifter of 
hat there was not fuch a thing aspen, ink, and 
in the kingdom, {^ftde) 

Brumpton. 
lat's the matter with you ? 

Oldcastle. 

megrim has fuddenly taken me. Take care 
you do. I thought you were going into the 
ry. i have let your man Brifk have two hun- 
or your ufe. 

Brumpton. 

ve you ? Nobly done ! that will help me to 

carry 



250 THE SCHOOL FOR GUARDIANS. 

carry her off. You have furnilhed me with the fmews 
of war. 

Oldcastle. 

Oh! the vile baggage! lam undone 3 I am 
ruined. I muft run home direftly. [£n/, 

BrumptoN'. 
What's the matter with the old curmudgeon ? 

Enter Bel ford. 

BRUrvlPTON". 

^ Belfordj let nie embraceyou. I tread in air. 

[embracing him) 

Belford, 

My dear Brumpton, I too am wild with joy. I 
am out of my fenfes — (walks about humming a tune) 

Brumpton. (hums a different turn) 
Oh ! fuch an unexpedted, tranfporting> ravifhing 



event 



I 



Belford. 
Such a furprize, above ail romance { 

Brumpton. 
Oh ! Belford, I am the happieft rogue. 

Belford. 
Such unutterable blifs, my dear boy 

Brump- 



. V 
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Erumptont. 
Her wit is equal so her beauty, 

Belford. 
Thegreateft ftroke of invention,— ^Ha I ha}. 

Brumpton, 
Such a fweet cpiftle ! 

Belford. 

So divine a letter ! and the old fellow brought it^ 
himfelf. 

Brumpton, 

No, no J youmiftakej j(he flung it out of the win-* 
dow. 

Belford. 

Po ! — I tell you he was the bearer of it himfelf. 

Brumpton. 

You are quite wrong; fee was in the bdcony^ 

anjd 

Belford, 

Pfhaw ! give me leave to know. Did not I fee 

him? 

Brumpton. 

There was no feeing him diftinftly. He wa« 
ftulking behind the curtain, and then Hje threw the 

letter 
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letter down to me. The idol of my heart J— the 
lovely Mary Ann J 

Belford, 

Mary- Ann ! 'fdeath ! I was telling you how my 
fweet godeefs contrived to fead me a letter by her 
very guardian. * 

Brumptqn. 

i did not hear a ly liable of that matter. I was 
telling you ' 

Belpori>. 
Then TU tell you how it was, 

Brumptom. 
No — no — hear the ftory of my happinefs. 

Belford. 
Nay, nayi mine is the moftfurprizing, 

Brumpton. 
Look ye here, my boy (Jhewing a' letter] the 
work of her own fingers ! 

Belford. 

There, there — {Jhewing his letter) more eloquence 
than in all Cicero- 

Brvmp^ 
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Brumpton. (reads) , 

ir Mr. Brumpton, you are a fweet man, 
our civilities 






5j^ 



Belford. (reads) 
u will be furprized at this letter; and more 
he manner of conveying it. 

Brumpton. (reads) 
z admiration of all our fex. 

Belford. (reads) 
: I muft hazard all, or fall a facrifice to 
'arice of my guardian. 

Brumpton. (reads) 

i out of his hands it is in your power to 
; me. 

Belford. (reads) 
ve you, Mr. Belford ; v/ill you defpife me 
ling you fo ? I hope not. 

Brumpton. (reads) 

jrs indeed, and indeed, until death us do 
Mary- Ann Richley. . 

Belford. (reads) 
itrive fome means for my efcape, and 
1 and earth combined fhall not keep you 
ne — the difconfolate Harriet. 

{^Exeunt together. ^ 

SCENE 



^ 



I- 



V g 



c^ 



"1 
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SCENE Oldcastle's Ibufe. 

Enter Peter asid BaiDCET. 

Peter. * 

it's piirc lucky, Bridget, he did not find the gen^ 
deman in the clofet, 

Bridget. 

He lay clofe all the time like a n^oufc in a checfcj 
and mafter walked about tHe room, and gnawed his 
lip, and gnafiied his teeth, and gave the table « 
hugeous rap with his ftick, and fetched a deep groin, 
and did not fay fb much as one word^ and then led 
Mils Mary Ann out of the room. 

Peter. 
I'll tell you what, Bridget, it's all owing to hi« 
finding out the young gentleman's vifits here to Mifs 
Mary Ann. 

Bridget. 

Yes, yes; it ftands to reafon how it mufl be that* 
Dear me ! he locks poor Mifs Maty-Ann up here for 
all the world like a horfe in a pound, and 1 can't tell 
why or b^ reafon whereof, not I. 

Peter* 
I'll tell you, Bridget. I underftarids thefe mat- 
ters. He locks her up do you fee, becaufe as why he 
is troubled with jealoufy. 

Bris- 
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Bridget* 
What is jealoufy pray; Peter ? 

Peter* 

Dear heart, you are fuch another. Jealoufy, you 
nay know, won't let a body fleep. It's for all the 
vorld like fo many rats behind the wainfcot. I'll 
:ell you now, by way of likenefs. The gentleman 
^ou know gaved you a guinea. Now putting cafe, 
my body was to come for to take away your guinea, 
io you fee, that would put you in a paffion, would 
lot it ? 

Bridget* 
Oh ! I underftands it now. 

Peter. 

It's as like it as any thing. For fee but here : 
Mifs Mary- Ann is his guinea; and you know when 
I body wants to be fingering another man's money, 
vhat does he do then ? — W hy he brings you down 
o fizes an whole heap of London counfel, to quar- 
el about it, and abufe one another, and be together 
>y the ears for ever fo many hours. 

Bridget. 

I remember all that, and it's as like Mifs Mary- 
^nn as it can ftare. But then I want to know why 
loes not every body make the fame fufs, and lock his 
nk up too ? 

Peter. 
Po ! you fool ! that's becaufe #very body does not 
ove his wife as well as a guinea. 

Brid- 
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Bridget. . 

Then I underftands the whole git of it. Buthw 
look ye there ! 

Peter. 

It*s matter, as fure as a gun. How he looksy 
Bridget ! let us get out of his way. [Exeunt. 

Enter OtDCASTLEi 

OlDCASTLE; 

What a trick fhe has played me! Oh ! the little 
treacherous—— 

Enter Mary- Ann. 

Mary-Ann. 

Law ! you look fo ftrange, yoii are enough to 
frighjten a body. 

Oldcastle. 
> Mary- Ann, I have feen Mr. Brumpton. 

Mary-Ann. 
Have you ? (laughs afide^ 

Oldcastle* * 

He was wonderfully pleafed with your letter; 



Mary-Ann. {/nuling ajlde) 
By goles, I kncjw why. 



Oi-D- 
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Oldcastbe. 
lat did you fay to him ? 

Mar y-Antn. 
to him ! (j'ums away^ and /miles 

Oldcastle. 
I you write what I bid you ? 

Mary-Ann* {Jaugbing) 
ered it a little bit ! ^ 

Oldcastle. 
yood deal^ I fancy. ;• 

Mary-Ann. {laughs) 
girigo, I played you that trick. 

Oldcastle. 
1 was not it bafe to deceive me ? 

Mary-Ann. 

mid not find it in my heart to fay the things 
anted me to write. 

Oldcastle. 
1 don't you confider what a crime it is ,? 

Mary- Ann. 
ras only to play upon you. 

-. IV. R Old- 
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Oldcastle. 
Such a wicked letter, Mary Ann f 

Mary-Ann. 

It was you fliewed me the way. How fhouldl 
liave thought of fuch a thing ? 

OLDCASTLt, 

That flings, that galk — {afide) But there arc 
Wonien> Mary Ann, who can write without being 
bid. 

Mary-Ann. 
What, all out of their own heads ! 

Oldcasti^e* 
£ven fo. 

Mary-Ann; 

And what do they write ? |?^ 

'Oldcastle. 

They make aflignationsj inform their gallanW, 
wher their hu/bands are to be from home ; they fi^^ 
the time for amorous meetings, at routs an(} 
drums ■ 

Mart-Ann. 
Routs and drums ! whatibcthey ? 



\ 
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^S9 



Oldcastlev 

Wicked aflemblies !— where womien lofe more than 
they can pay, and then pawn their perfons, together 
ivith the huiband's honour, and fo infanxoufly pay oiF 
the debts they have contraftcd. 

Mary- Ann. (Jmiling) 
That*s comical enough. 

Oldcastle. 

And then they fly wild about this town ; to the 
feducing gaieties of Vaux-hall and Ranelagh. 

Mary-Ann. 
Law I I liever heard of they. 

Oldcastle, 

Raneiaghi child, is a wicked round of fin, intri- 
gue, and clandeftinc love ; where crowds gather to- 
gether, dealing glances, exchanging letters, nego-^ 
tiating riotous pleafures. Vaux-hall is a very Para-* 
dife of forbidden fruits, where Ihady walks exclude 
the confcious day, and every blandifliment of fenfe, 
ftiufickj wine, and opportunity, confpire to waken 
the voluptuous paOions. 

Mary-Ann. (Jmiting) 
And muft not Mary- Ann fee thofe places ? 

Oldcastle. 
No, neverj never, Mary Ann. Here, here is 
•He marriage-aft for you to read. All young girl^ 
^Ug^it to have it by heart. This will teach you now 

R ^ un- 
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unnatural it is to fall in love without the confcnt of 
King, Lords, and Commons ! 

Mary-Ann. 

Ah ! but I can't flay for their leave. They are 
too great folks for me to think of! 

Oldcastle. 

Take it up-flairs with you. It is a very edifying 
traft! 

Mary-Ann. 
Very well, FU go — {as Jhe is going) I'll go and 
try if 1 can't write a letter out of my own head. 

Oldcastle. 
When (he has read the marriage aft, Ihe will 
have a proper fenfe of her duty. So, Peter \-^iOi 
Bridget ! walk in. 

Enter Peter and Bridget. 

Oldcastle. 
Now if I can tutor thefe to my mind, {afide) 

Bridget. 
For the love of mercy. Sir. 

Peter. 
ril never do fo any more, mafter. 



It 

"ir 
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Oldcastle. 
!ome hither both. I am not angry : you are no 
igers to the afFeaion I bear Mary- Ann, , 

Bridget. 

To, that's for fure : you love her as well as you 
. guinea. 

Oldcastle, 
[ownow. Malapert!' 

Bridget, 
im fure Peter faid fo, 

Peter, 
o, not I, for the varfal world ! 

Oldcastle. 

''hat's the matter, Numlkulls ? Liften to me. 
ch my houfe well ; and be fure you never let any 
dered coxcombs put a foot over the threlhold 
ly door. 



es. Sir] 
0, Sir I 



Bridget, 
Peter^ 



Oldcastle. 

Jt the wily arts of young men ! Think of a gay 

roidered fop coming to you with a piteous 

R 3 look 
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look : " I langulfti for your miftrefs ; I die in hef 
abfence ; let me but fee her, or elfe I have one fool; 
in my grave already." 

Peter. 
Be gone about your bufinefs, fellow, fays L This 
is no place for you. My young miftrefs defires no 
fuch trumpery. 

Oldcastle. 
Mighty well, Peter, it can't be better. But you, 
Mrs. Bridget, will take fome cdmpaffion upon a poor 
dying fwain. 

Bridget. 

Go farther a field, and fet up the fign of the Horn^ 
fomewhere elfe, do : no admittance for you here. 

Oldcastle. 

Charming, Bridget, charming ! you do it won- 
derfully. But then, fays he " PU lie down in the 
ftreet, and there breathe my laft. 

Peter. 

And then I run up to the garret-window> and fouc^ 
a bucket of water on his head. 

Olpcastle. 

^ Excellent ! excellent ! it will cool his paflion for^ 
him. Have a bucket of water always ready. Ha ! 
ha ! I fhould laugh to fee him ftreaming like a river-=:^ 
god in the ftreet. I am delighted with yt!>u both— - 
But then he comes with his damned bewitching gold-— - 
Here, Peter, to drink my health : here Mrs. Brid- — 
get, to buy you fome tea. 

Peter 



Soq 
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Peter. 
Wc want none of your drofs. 

Bridget. 
No, not wfi. (pujbing Oldcajlk) 






^'=»' 
^ 



Peter. 
<j0 about your bufinefs, I fay* 

Bridget. 
Money is the root of all evil, 

Oldcastle. 

As I could wifli. That's right j^ never fpare me* 
But hercj fays he, here's the money for you. 

[holding out money ^ 

Peter. 
I humbly thank your honour, (tahs it.) 

Oldcastle. 

Villain ! traitor ! (ftrikes bim) Is this your vir* 
tue at laft ? 

Peter,. 
Law ! what's the matter ? Was not I to take it ? 

Oldcastle. 
"What have I been labouring all this time J 

Peter. 

But yoy did not fhew'the money at jBrft. I could 
R 4. have 
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have refufed it ever fo long, if I had not feen the cq* 
lour of it. • 

, Oldcastle. 

The way of the world ! but you are never to tal^e 
it. Money is the ruin of the world. It declares 
war, it patches up a peace, it makes lawyers fpeak, 
it makes fome folks hold their tongues. Go^ and 
think of all this. 

Bridget and Peter, (going in an hurry) 
Yes, Sir! 

Oldcastle. 

And remember you have no bufinefs wi;h money, 
■ Come, and fhut the ftreet-door after me. 

Both. 
Yes, Sir. 

Oldcastle. 
Be fure you never touch a (hilling. - This Mr, 
Brumpton will be the death of me. {Exeunt, 



End of the SECOND ACT, 



ACT 
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A C T the THIRD, 

SCENE the Street. 

Enter Oldcastle and Lovibond, 

Oldcastle. 

ROTHER Lovibond ! I go on as I could wiflt : 
my family is all as exad as clock-work. 



Lovibond. 
I am glad of it, for the laft tiiiie I met you - » 

Oldcastle. 

Ay, there was fomething amifs s but now, I am 
completely happy. 

Enter Brumpton. 

Erumpton. 

My dear old friend, I am glad I have met you. 
Oh ! fuch plague ! fuch vexation ! 

- Oldcastle. 
Mind him, brother Lovibond : you'll fee what 
order my family is in. {afide) 

Brumpton. 
I was at the houfe but a little while fince, and— 
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Oldcastle, 
And no admittance ? 

Brumpton* 
Oh ! the vileft adventure ! 

Oldcastle. 
A bucket of water upon your head, I reckon ? 

Brumpton. 

Not fo bad as that. I got over the garden waD^^ 

and the adventure is whimfical too— the fer- 

vants imnnediately condudted me up Hairs* 

Oldcastle. 
Conduced you up flairs ! 

LOVIBOND. 

Ha ! ha ! mind him, brother Biddul ■ > 

Oldcastle. {afid^ to Lovibond) 
Call me Oldcaftle. 

Brumpton. 

But, pox take it ! my ufual good fortune failed 
me. I was not in the room two minutes when old 
StifF-rump came tottering up : no way for a retreat. 
I was obliged to fkulk in a dark nook^^ where I wa$ 
almoft ftiflcd. In he came, and the lovely angel im-» 
mediately accofted him in fuch a tone of fin(^plicit;y ! 



Lovibond. 

Simplicity ! ay, ay \ let us hear. 



Brvmp- 
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Brumpton, 

The cunnudgeon did not utter a lyllable : Kc 
walked about the room, fetched a deep groan, 
banged the table with his cane, took her by the arm, 
^nd led her away with him, 

LOVIBOND. 

A narrow efcape, brother Biddulph, 

Oldcastle. 
Call me Oldcaftle, I fay. (aftde) 

LOVIBOND. 

Simplicity is an admirable prefervative of youngf 
girls. Well, young gentleman, and how did all this 
end ? 

Brumpton. 

His back was no fooner turned, than I Hole down 
flairs, tipt the fervant a couple of guineas, and fo 
got clear off. 

LOVIBOND. 

The old gentleman is going on delightfully. His 
family is all like clock-work ! Brother Biddulph, 
your's. [Exit. 

Brumpton. 

Biddulph } what are you Mr. Biddulph all this 
time ? 

Oldcastle. 

You fee what plague and vexation you was bring- 
in^ uj on your old friend. 

Bjiump* 
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Brumpton, 

My dear Sir, why did not you tell me at firfl: ? If 
I had known that 1 was all this time trefpafling upon 
your ground — ^ 

OtDCASTLE. 

Yoi> fee what a {ccne of iniquity you have been 
engaged in ! But fince you perceive your error, I am 
pacified. Til tell you ; you Ihall come and explain 
your miftake to Mary- Ann this moment, , 

Brumpton. 
With the utmoft pleafure. Sir, and widiing her all 
happindsj I will bid her farewell for ever, 

Oldcastle. 

That will be right. You ftiall tell her that you 
repent, that you now renounce all wicked projefts, 
and are convinced it- would be the ruin of her tQ 
marry you* 

Brumpton. 

Lead the way, Sir^ I am ready to obey your com^ 

mands. 

Oldcastle. 
Very well ! enough faid. (going) 

Brumpton. 

One dear interview ! — Bravo ! Brumpton ! you^ri 
in luck, (afide) 



Oldcastle. {turning about) 
What do you fay ? 



Brump* 
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Brumpton. 
Only that I am glad of this difcovery* 

Oldcastle. 
Very well ; come along. {Exeunt* 

SCENE the Houfe. 
^ Enter Mary-Ann. 

Mary-Ann. 

By goles this is pure. I faw him at the window ? 
he is bringing him to fee me. I have writ another 
letter fince he has taught me that trick himfelf i. and 
now rU give it him if I can. 

Enter Oldcastle and Brumptomt. 

OldcastLe. 

Mary-Ann, I have brought the gentleman with 
me. He comes to a(k your pardon, and to tell you 
that he was going to be the ruin of you. Tell it to- 
iler yourfelf, Mr. Brumpton, 

Mary-Ann. 
I am fure I forgive him with all my heart, fo I dp. 

Oldcastle. 
Speak to her, Mr. Brumpton, fpeak to her. 

Brumpton. 

Madam, I did not know what liberties I was 
taking with my friend. 

Old- 
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OtbCASTLE. 

You had a mind to ruin her^ fayfo without mirtc* 
ing iu 

I muft now renounce all farther pretenfions ; fincc 
to adore you any longer would be a violation of* 
friendfhip, and an injury to this worthy gentlemani 
who has been an intimate with my father for fift/ 
years* 

OLDCAStLfei 

You may pafs that by. 

Brumpton. 
Sp that I moft humbly beg your pardon^ 

OtDCASTLEi 

Go on, go on-^^be is feized with a jit of cougbini) 

,^ ' ~ Brumpton. {while Oldcaftle coughs) 

And though I (haJl never efface your loved idel 
from my mind — {be kijjes bis band to her) 

Mary- Ann. (Jhe /miles ) 
You have my pardon : I told you fo already. 

Old CASTLE. 
Oh! Lord! Lord! {recovering bimjelf) Well? 
have you told her you have done with her for ever ? 



Brumpton* 
Yes, I have got fo far* 



6l*- 
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Oldcastle, 

Very well! Now, Maiy-Ann| on your part, let 
him know your mind. 

Mary-Anw. 
Muft I fay all out of my own head ? 

Oldcastle. 

Ay ! ay ! tell him all. I wilh brother Lovibond . 
was witnefs to this ! (qfide) 

Mary-Anm, 
I am very glad you came to (peak to me> Sir, and 
I underftand you very well* (/miles to him) 

Oldcastle* 
But a little more at large:' tell* him whom you 
chufc for an hiilband. 

Marv-Ann, 

Why, here are two lovers, for whom 1 have very 
different fentiments. I love one of them, — (frown-- 
*iHgat'Oldmftle ) and (Jmiling at Brumpton) I hate 
the other. The company of one is always agreeable, 
{to Oldcafik Julknly) and {Jmiling at Brumptdn) I 
don't care if I never fee the other's face. I fliould 
like to be married to one of them, {to Oldcaftle) and 
(Jmiling at Brumpton) I had as foon be gibbetted, as 
be married to the other. But my own Mr. Oldcaftle 
— {t<yys and plays with bim^ then turning to Brumpton) 
I love you of all things. 



Oldcastle. 
You have won .my heart. 



Mary- 
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Mary-Awh . 

But do you forgive I every thing noW ? Ah ! yoU 
don't love me. ^fings "Go, naughty man,'\ aiid 
reaches a letter to Brumpon) 

Oldcastle^ 

1 do ; in troth I do. Mr. Brumpton, you fee I 
have not fuggefted a word : all the diftates of her 
own heart. 

Mary- Ann. (^fmiling to Brumpton) 
All fronm the very bottom of my heart ! 

Brumpton; 
Since t underftand you. Ma'am, I fhall remove 
the hated objeft from your fight. 

Mary-Ani^^ 

The fooner the better. 

{then turns and plays with Oldcaftk) 

Brumpton. 
Mr. Oldcaftle, I have the honour. Sir, to wifhyou 
all happinefs. I fly this moment to put your com- 
mands in execution. Ma'am. {go'mi) 

Mary-Ann. 
You can't go about it too faft. 

Brumpton. 
You may rely upon my honour* 

Mary- 
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' Mary-Ann* 
And don't let me be unhappy any more, 

Brumpton^ 
You may depend upon me* 

Oldgastle. 

So, fo; now m attend you down ftairs^ Po ! no 
ceremony. You have made me happy, Mn Brumptoii. 
You have made Mary-Ann happy. Cope Til let 
you out, Mr. Brumpton. [Exit. 

Brumpton. {kijfwg his band lo Mary Ann) 
1 attend you. Sin [Exit. 

Mary Ann. 
By goles, he has taught me a little wit himfelf ; 
and if Mr. Brumpton follows my direftions, I fhall 
be pure and happy at laft* 

SCENE Lovibond's House. 

Enter Harriet and Bellfor.d. 

Harriet. 
I don't know what to fay, Mn Bellfordi my heart 
'begins to fail. 

Bellford. 

But after furmounting every difficulty, now in this 
'aft ftage of the bufinefs to let your fpirits fink, 
^ould be fuch a falling off from the charafter you 
'^ave fupported this day ! a character that furpafles 

Vol. IV. S all 
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all the heroines in romance, bot^^ forlpirit andcoA* 
trivance. 

Harriet^ 

The difiiculde^ I had to encounter rouzed my fpi- 
rits for a while, juft as fits give us for the tinie more 
than our natural ftrength : but now the . conflift's 
over, my refolution daggers, and I ani at full leifurc 
to feel the weaknefs of my condition. I can't go 
through it, Mr. Bellford, I can't indeed. , . 

Belfqrd. 

Nay, fummon up your refolution. Our mutual 
vows, the happinefs that waits us, every motive, a 
thoufand things confpire, and call for all the cofl* 
ftancy you are miftrefs of. 

Harriet. 

But then to break through all the proprieties of 
conduft ; all the decencies which my fex requires! 

Belford. 

In a cafe like your's, the means are jufl: which favc 
you from defl;ruftion. 

Har r iet. (hears Lcvibond coming) 

Deliver me ! what Ihall I do ? Undone ! clc- 
tcded ! 

Belford. 
This is the confequence of delaying too long. 

Harriet. 

Run into this rodm i makchaftci difbatch, (/^-^ 

km 
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him tit) and to make fafe work — {paU. the key in her 
.pocket) 

Enter Lovibond* 

LOVIBOND, 

Hftrriet, I am never happy but in your company. 
'If he minutes move with leaden feet, when I am not 
in your pi*efence. 

Harriet. 

And yet, you ill-natured man ! you can contrive 
to be out niore than half the day* 

LOVIBOND. 

Chide me not; you'll break my heart if yqu do. 
every frown on that facfeis a death wairant, and every 
fmile is benefit of clergy. Come, come, brighten 
up into happinnefs and love; 

Ha^rriet. 

You know your power over me.- You can do 
what you pleafe with your own Harriet ! 

LOVIBOND. 

Can I? 

Harriet. 
Where have you been all this time ? 

LOVIBOND. 

1 have been— —but you look pakj what is th* 
matter? 

S.^ Har- 
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Harriet* 

Occafioned by fretting at your abfencc. And that 
hideous man keeps me in aconftanc alarm. 

LOVIBOND. 

Don't wafte a thought on him. He will trouble 
you no more. Tho', to do him juftice, I believe his 
Intentions were honourable. Poor devil ! ha I I 
fancy he loves you dearly. Well ! but poor brother 
Oldcaftle ! your fifter has fo bamboozled him. 

Harriet. 
My fifter ! • 

LOVIBOND. 

She has admitted a young gentleman to vifit hfr* 

Harriet. 
She could not be fo wicked ! 

LOVIBOND. 

The girl has not erred fo much from an evil dif- 
pofition, as from ignorance. One Mr. Brumton— 

a wild, fiery young fpark he was in the very 

houfe with her, and Ihe hid him in the clofet. 

Harriet. 
In the clofet ! well ! after that, I will never ow« 
her for my fifter I the wicked girl ! I am glad I 
I have not vifited her. 

LOVIBOKD. 

Ha ! ha I baj poor man ! h« never fufpefled any 

thiDj 
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Had it been my cafe, I (hould have finoked it 
oment. 

Harriet. 
hour doubt! there is no impofmg upon you. 

LOVIBOND. 

no, no fuch thing : the eye of an eagle for a 
But come; it begins to grow late. Come, let 
id you to your chamber, and then I'll lock 
fafe from all harm till morning. 

Harriet. 
.vens ! what fliall I do now ? {afide) Hufli 
\ fay a word to you firll. Don't fpeak 
My fifter is indeed much worfe than you can 
^e, I wi(h you would ftep and bring Mr, 
:le hither diredlly. 

LOVIBOND. 

! what o ccafipn can there be— ~ 



Harriet. 

ioves that Mr. Brumpton to diftraftion, and 
ually made her efcape, to follow the vile 

LoVIBOND, 

e her efcape I 

Harriet. 

is in that room now. , I have locked her 

ich wicked fchemes as Ihe has in her head \ 

i told me all, and intends to marry this Mr^ 

^ ;^ Brump-* 
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Brumpton : fhr has found out that (he is of age, and- 
fays (he v/iU be made ^ fool of no longer ! there is ^ 
fpirit for you ! " , ^ 

LOVIBPND. 

A Ipirit indeed ! 

Harriet^ 
But I have fecured her, to 'prevent the difgrace, 

JLOVIBOND. 

That was confiderat^ of you. Let. me go and talk 
to the young vixen. 

Harriet. 

No, no ; that will fpoil all. I have pretended 
to connive at all this : but the moft prudent ftep,— 
I have learned all my prudence, you know, from 
you 

LOVIBOND. 

An apt fcholar you have been \ 

Harriet. 

You are very good : but there is no time to be 
loft. I would have you bring Mr. Oldcaftle here 
direftly, that he may fitid her in the very faft. 

LOVIBOND. 

Vciy good ! and then 1 fliall be able to do the^ 
poor man a fervice, and m -ike a jcfl: of him in to thc^ 
bargain. Keep her fafe ; don't let her out i this wil^B 
fo torment him ! ha ! ha ! [Exit. 

Har — 
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m glad my fiftfer Mi found a lover, and I hope 
marry him wit-K all my heart. Is He gone ? 
rj at the door.) Ay ! I hear him lock the ftreet- , 
-after him.* Aod now I'll venture to unlock 
loor. * 

Enler Belforp. , 

Belfqrd* ' 
lou charming contriver ! - 

Harriet. 
1 ! this new danger has given irefh vigour to 
pirits. ' ^ 

^Belford. 
id now, my angel, we'H make furp of our hap- 
s. Come, truft yourfelf to my care. 

Harriet.. 

id yet ■ ■' * 

Belford. 
iy^,^no more doubts : Our paflage to the next 
t\% without difRculty, and then liberty is ours* 

{^Exeunt ^ 

SCENE the Street^ 

Enter Lovibono* 

LOVIBOND, 

aever was better pleafed in all my life* I burti 

S 4 >^i^K 
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with impatience to fee him. Ha ! ha ! IfliaU i^veip 
be able to walk faft enough. Ha I ha ! ha ! , 

Enter Oi^dcastlit. 

LOVIBOND. 

Well met ! I wanted to fee you. 

Oldcastle. 

Oh ! I am now the happieft man on earth. My 
troubles with young Brumpton are all at an end, ajid 
Mary Ann is fafe at home^ 

Lovibond: 
Ay ! as he thinks poor man ! ha ! ha ! {ajide) 

Oldcastle. 

You may laugh, but I Ihall like to fee your plan 
fucceed as well. What a dupe you will prove at; 

Lovibond. 
What a dupe you are now ! the bird is flown, manip 
Mary Ann has eloped. 

Oldcastle. 
Ha!" ha! ha! you make me laugh. 

Lovibond, 

How fecure he is ! ha ! ha ! he little dreams— I 
tell you flie is gone. 



Oldcastle. 
AUways abfurd ! {goin^ out) 



hoT ^^ 
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LoviBONb. {folkwing him.) 
)U are ruined, I tell you. 

Oldcastle. 

I ! ha ! ■ ' do you think I don't know better ? 

[^Exeunt. 

Enter Harriet artd Belfoud, 

Belford. 

)n*t alarm yourfelf, my angel : This is my 
r. [^knocks at the door^ 

Harriet, 
I ! I fhall certainly faint. 

Enter Brumpton. 

Brumpton. 
y dear Bellford ! 

Harriet. 

eavens ! what's the matter ? 

Brumpton. 
)n't be frightened. Ma'am. 

Belford. 

D : this is a friend of mine. Well ! Brumpton, 
mfiuefs ! 

Brumpton. 

y dcareft Belford, this is the moft critical mo- 

aacnc 
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ment of my life. . I have bribed the fervants; car^ 
ried her off; fhe is mine; mine for evfer. Wilt you 
give me a room in. your houfe for this one night ? 

Bblford. 

Why this ceremony ? you know you may com- 
mand in my houfe* 

Re-ej^ter Oldca$tle and LoviBo^'b,, 

Oldcastlb^ 
What'noife i^ that? 

LOVXBOITD. 

That's Brumpton^ I know his voicc^ 

Harriet, 
I am frightened to death* 

Brumi^ton. 
The door opens, walk in ma'am, walk in. 

{Harriet goes in.) 

Oldcastle, , 

Hufh ! Let us hear him. 

Brumpton. 

I am wild with love, with rapture, and fuccefs! 
I have carried her fairly off, in triumph, my dear 
b^y! She was locked up in a clofct, but I broke 
open the door. 
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Belford. 

;ive you joy. Bftt my own happlnefs calls, 
the lady as foon as you will. [^Exif^ 

Brumpton. 

thoufand thanks, my dear Bcllford, Viftoria I 
rize is mine. {Exit^ 

LoVIBpND, 

? you convinced now ? 

Oldcastle. 

m thunderftruck. Robbery! Murder! 1*11 
open the door. Watchman, call a juftice of 
. . I'll alarm the world ! {raps at the door)., 
^ry I fhipwreck ! deftruclion ! ruin ! 

LOVIBOND. 

. ! ha ! he feels it now, and I am not forry for 



Oldcastle. 

m mad, I fhall go diftraded ; I fhall end my 
in Bedlam. (Enter a/eruant,J I would faia 
a word here in .the houfe. 

Servant. 
^ my matter is fomewhat buiy, and-*- 

Oldcastle. 
im plundered. T muft go in. Oh! villain? 

1 ! (rujhes in) 

Lovi- 
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LOVIBOND. 

Ha ! ha ! Now will he fee which can train up a 
young girl beft. ^ExiL 

SCENE an Apartment in BELro^t>*s Hou/e^ 
Enter Belford. 

SsLFORD. {lijlem at the door) 

Ay ! I hear his voice. How could my booby let 
him in ? But I have lodged her fafe, and this fword 
Ihall maintain poffefrion4 

Enter Oldcastle and Loyibond. 

Oldcastle. 

Where is Ihe ? Where is the unfortunate ? Reftorc 
her direftly, reftore her to her two guardians. Wc 
come to demand her of you, 

LoVIBONtJ. 

Yes, we demand her, Sir, 

Belford. 

My houfe is my caftle, gentlemen, and nobody 
muft offer violence here, 

Oldcastle. 

rU fearch your houfc. I claim her, I demand 
her i and I will have her, 

LOVIBOND. 

We are her guardians. Sir, both her guardians. 
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Belford. 

>, Lovibond, you are her guardian ; and what 
, Sir? Both of ye fcandalous betrayers of your 
! Ilcnowitall; each circumftance, You would 
)fe upon her tender years, that you may infar 
Qy plunder that property which was confided tp 
care I 

Lovibond. 

!iere is a cloud gathering ! We ftiall both be 

ght to a ftriift account. I had better make up 
natter, that I may enjoy my own Harriet in fe- 
y. Better make the beft of a bad bargain. 
?) But let me underftand you, Mr. Bellford : 
)u intend to marry her yourfelf ? 

Belford. 

is my peremptory refolution. Marriage arti- 
for the purpofe of fettling her whole fortune 
herfelf, are now drawing in the next room. 

Lovibond. 

se what courfe I mull take. If he marries her, I 
live in peace (a/t^e)—Mv, Oldcaftle, the girl 
full age. Let me fay a word in your ear, (a/ide 
n) — Confent to the marriage, and get a hand- 
jillowance for the trouble and expence of her 
ition : that word makes me laugh — ha ! ha ! 



Oldcastx-e. 
m diftrafted -, what fball I do ? {aftde) — — 1 
jht young Brump.tpn was to marry her ? 

Bel 
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Belford. 
No.Brumpton on earth fhall rob me ofher ! 

LOVIBOND. 

Think no more of her : (he is not worthy of yoiJf 
regard. Mr. Bellford will behave like a gentleman 
in matters of acount, and 

Belfohd. 
Prefcribe your terms. I am ready to agree the 
matter this moment. 

Oldcastle. 

A releafe for the intereft of rents and profits, * 
cool five thoufand for extraordinary trouble^ 

Belford. 
Agreed ! 

LOVIBOND. 

Clofe with him ; clofe with him direflily* 

Belford. 

My lawyer is inthe next room ; let him draw up ^ 
memorandum between us, and your conditions are 
granted. 

LOVIBOND. 

It fhall be done. We will both fign : come, don t j 
helitate, [/<? Oldcap^ hi 



Oldcastle. 
I ihall break my heart! 



Lovr- 
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'LOVIBOND* 

Po ! — no hcfitating. Come 4nd finiibi the bufi- 
nds! 

Oldcastle^ 
It is a terrible ftrokc { 

LOVIBOND. 

Never ftand debating. You have made the beft of 
a bad bargain : lofe no time. . [^Fordng bim along. 

Oldcastli, 
But, Mn Bellford^ 

LOVIBOND. • 

We muft refign hen We muft give her up, Comj? 
along, man, [Forces bim otti^ 

Belford. 

1 attend you, gentlemen, I agree to your propo* 
fels. 

Enter Brumpton and Mary^Anm. 

Brumpton. 
This way, my angel : we are fafe here. 

Belfo;rd. 

Brumpton! I give you joy: I give yoy joy> 
Ma'am. 



Mary-Ank* 
I thank you kindly, Sir. 



Brump- 



a88 THE SCHOOL FOR GUARDIANS, 

* 

Brumpton." 

And now, Bellford, through the perils of this 
day 

Belford, 

Hold, hold ! they are not quite over. Here is a 
deed to be figned : when that is finifhed, rriy happi-^ 
ncfs is then complete. Excufe me for a moment. 

BRiJJlfPTON. 

^uccefs attend you. Well, Brifk ! 
Enter Brisk; 

Brisk. 
I have got every thing clear ofF^ Sin 

Brumpton. 

I fliall reward your fervice : ftay here and takecard 
of this lady, while I difpatch an affair, that admits 
of no delay. [Exit. 

Mary-Ann. 
Law ! what a pretty room here is ! 

Brisk. 

Your appearance tells me, that my itiafter has 
found a treafure. 

Mary-Ann. 
I am furel am fortunate in finding him ; fori lead 
fuch a lifci you can't think how difmal ! 

Brisk. 



I 
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Brisk. « 

e fcene will now be changed, and the plcafures 
will court you on every fide. 

Enter Old castle; (Jiftening) 

Oldcastle. 
! the little compound of treachery and fraud ! 

Mary-Ann. 

^as kept from morning to night mewed up at 
and he talked fuch a pared of bugbears to 
m a body ! 

OldcAstLe; 
\ the traitrefs! 

Mary-AnN;s 
i he faid if I looked at a fweet fmiling young 
man, that I fhould be murdered^ and devoured 
sallowed up; 

BrisK; 

old blockhead ! 

Mary-Ann> 

, I thought as much. But 1 am fiire I ^xn 
d to Peter and Bridget fof letting me out^ and 
ball come and live with me> fo they Jlhall. Do 
low our Peter and Bridget ? 

,. IV- T Old- 
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Oldcas'ple. 
They fliail both be hanged. {afidtj. 

Mary-Ann. 

And my old guardian wanted to marry me hiftir 
*felf, but — (laughs) He talked in luch a manner, 
and faid fuch ftrange things ! (laughs) The jok^ 
was, he taught mehoyr to write letters, andl Ihould 
never have thought of fuch a thing, had lie not pu| 
me in the head on't. And he is fo old, and tctten 
about fo ; and he calls me his lambkin ; and bids 
me read the marriage aft, and a heap of trumpery. 
An hideous, ugly, old fcare crow ! La 1 there he i^ 

Oldcastle. (coming forward) 
Thou ferpent, whom I have warmed and ch^ 
rifhed in my bofom ! you muft fting your benefaftor 
at laft, muft you ? Did not I promife to marry you J 

MarY'Ann. 
Yes, but, by goles, I thank you for that though. 

Oldcastle. 

Sirrah ! villain ! get you out of the room. (Exit 
Brijk) And will you defert me for a ftranger ? 

Mary-Ann- (fie laughs) 
He's a Iweet man ! 

OLDCASTLi. 

Viper ! this is your fimplicity, is it ? I, who loved 
you fo. 

Mary-Ann. 

Ah ! but his love i« more agreeable by half. 

Enter 
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Enter Lovibond and Bellford* 

LOVIBOND, 

\Vcll! now every thing is fettled. The deeds 
fere figned. So, madam, you are here) are you? 
Brother Oldcaftle, I always told yoii how this would 
fend. Ha! ha! ha! 

Oldcastle. 
If fhe had minded my inftruftiojos— 

Lovibond, 

Ha ! ha \ Inftruftions ! You brought it al] upO|i 
yourfclf. But 'tis better as it is : your head wgul^ 
have ached all the reft of your days. Ha 1 ha ! ha ! 
I am heartily glad of this. Ha ! ha ! comej Mr. 
Bellford, I'll give her away. Here, take your wife* 

Oldcastle* 

Wounds ! I can't ftand this* TU not be a witnefs* 

\goes out. 

LoviBONb. 

But yoli Ihail be st witnefs. You are a .party con-^ 
cerned. You muft come back* \Exit after bim*. 

Bellford* 

Since they have agreed the matter^ Harriet (hall 
niake her appearance. \Extt. 

Mary-Ann. ,{alcne) 
What does all this mean! Sukc it .can*t be fifter 
Harriet he talks of. 

T 2 Lovi- 
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LoviBOND. (without) 
You muft, you fliall come back. 

Enter Bellford, leading in Harriet. 

Bellford. 

Don*t be frightened. You are the objcft of mf 
heart, and they will give you away. 

Loviboi^d; 

{forcing in Oldcajlle^ without looking behind him) 

You are a party to the agreement ; you muft ftc 
her given away. 

Bell#or&. 
Here's the lady, (leading her to Lovihnd.) 

LoviBOND. 

Ay ! ay ! give me her hand, (without feeing ber.) 
you fhall fee the bufinefs done, Mr. Oldcaftle. HerC; 
herci wounds ! what is all this ? Harriet ! 

Oldcastle. 
' Huzza! ^ reprieve 1 

Mary-Ann. 
Ah! fifter rhere? What have you been writing 
letters too \ {goes up to her) I be glad tb fee you. 

LoviBOND, 
What does all this mean ? What brought you 
hither. Madam ? 
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Harriet. 

My love for this gentleman, (She takes Belfor4 ly 
the band) 

Oldcastle, • 

Ha! ha! ha! fhe is his wife all this time, 

Harriet, 

I was not by any means worthy of you. Sir; and 
fo I have transferred my afFedtions where I think they 
will be placed to advantage. 

LOVIBONP. 

I am ready to fmk into the ground with amaze- 
ment! 

Oldcastle. 

Loll, toll, loll ! brother Lovibond ! you brought 
it all upon yourfelf. Ha! ha! ha! I pity and laugh 
at you. This is the education ypu have given her^ 
Ha! ha! 

Lovibond. 
I Ihall die upon the (pot. 

Oldcastli. 

Ha! ha ! I faw what it would all end in^ {^follows 
lim about) She would have been too young a wife 
for you, man. Ha ! ha! I am heartily glad of it. 
Here, here, I'll give her away. Here Mr* Belford, 
take your wife. 



T J BiM,^ 
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Belford. 
I accept her at your hands. 

Harriet. 
And I give you nminCi with all my heart ! 

OtDCASTLE. 

Now, who underftands education ? Come, Ma-* 
dam, come you home with me. (taking hold ofMarj 
Jm.) 

Mary -Ann, 

Ah ! but I can't do that, for I be married as well 
as you, fifter. (runs over to her) He carried me to 
a parfon, and, it was for all the world, like what you 
ufed to fay (to Oldcaftle) about Ipye, honour, 
and obey. 

Oldcastle* 
What do I hear ? 

Enter BauMPTorf; 

Brumpton. 

Oh! ho! ho! what a day of adventures have! 
had ! 

Oldcastle. 

• ■ 

Oh ! Mr. Brumpton ! what a life you have led 
pie! 

Brumpton. 
' Yet yon mufl excufe me. Sir, wh'en you recolleft 
the letter the lady flung me out of the window, 

Lo- 
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LOVIBOND. 

Flung him a letter ! ha ! ha! 

Brumpton. 

And when you refle<a:, that you yourfelf brought 
me into her prefence to receive this letter, in which 
fhe prays me to be her deliverer ! 

LOVIBOND. 

Ha ! ha ! the contriver of his own misfortunes ! 
Gave her the opportunity himfelf ! 

Belford. 

And when you confider, Mr. Lovibond, that you 
brought me Harriet's meflages, and delivered mc 
this letter with your own hand ! 

LOVIBOND. 

How is this! 

Harriet. 

A declaration of my heart : I had nobody to carry 
it but you. 

Oldcastle. 
The contriver of his own ruin I delivered her a 
letter himfelf! ha ! ha! . how well he knows the 
wprld ! 

Brumpton. 

Belford, give me your hand. We have been 
"Struggling hard for two fifters, and fortune ha^ 
crov/n'd our eadeAYPurs .with fuccefs. 

T 4 OLDt? 
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Oldcastle. 

Oh! Mary-Arm! you have deceived me, but I 
fhall be glad to fee you happy. 

Mary-Ann. 

And I am Aire, I (hall be alway glad to fee you, if 
you live thefe three years to come. Sifter Harriet, 
ia'! 1 longed like any thing to fee you. I am glad we 
are both happy at laft. 

• Brumpton. 
A right ufe made of this event, will be of general 
fervice to us all. To thefe gentlemen it may prove 
a School for Guardians, where they will Icaro not ^^ 
bring upon themfelves the reproach of a diftioneft, 
an amorous, and contemptible old age. A$ to us, 
Belford, and thefe ladies, who are now embarked on 
a voyage for life, we cannot fail, of happinefs. 

To youth fure rapture marriage ever brings, 
W' hen from efteem the happy union fprings^ 



FINIS. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mifs ELLIOT. 

TABIES^yeurfervant^Servanty gentlemen all! 

'fhe fame good folks toy ou^ both great and /mall. 
Here's Mary-Ann again: — but that an'tfair ! 
To jeer afimple girl you might forbear. 
Who knowsy fince married^ tho* yo^ lau^h andgaze^ 
But Mary- Ann may learn your London ways? 
May ape your fa/hionsy fince you^ve Jhewn her how^ 
And drop the mafk at once^ as I do now. 

Thus you behold y whatever the condition^ 
To new extremes how eafy the tranfition. 
'Tisfo thro' life : to town from country fairs 
The clown comes up^ and gapes, and laughs, and flares f 
Give him a liv'ry — whims unknown before I 
He learns his mafer's follies to do o'er , 
He drinks y turns coxcomb, and betts five to four. 
Pray, may I, ladles, touch your modifh life, 
Andf/oew good f erf e andfafoion there at firife ? 
^^ Oh ! do, Mifs Elliot, fays a prude withfpite^ 
Pull ^ em' to pieces \ bring jheir faults to light \ 
Pulling to pieces is my dear delight'' 
tVhy then each fair onefeems a diff'rent creature 
From what Jhe's meant, and travefiies her nature^ 

Proud of defcols, Vlivltilla fwims along, 

PglUely weak, and elegantly wrong. 

Through 



} 
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through thi gay round of time ber only care 
'^ofix the patchy and guide a ftraggUng hair. 

Lady Camilla, form^dtojeize the rein. 
To rival John, and/mack along the plain ; 
In London /tokens with dijfembledairs, 
And *^ help me^ help me up theje odious flairs'* 

Nature's hefi gifts we all with pride difclaim;^ 
PP'e lifp^ we totter, deaf, and blind, and lame^ 
The tongue indeed we women ffer confine ; 
Scandal's too dear aplea/ure to reftgnl 
Scandal, and cards, tea, mirth, and/pleen, a ball, 
Comus / the monkey too I and there's the life of all. 
A life of whim I till from the faded eye. 
And withef d form the trembling graces fly. 

Theris a true picture l-^how do ye like it, ladies ? 
How is the light ? And how do you think thefbade is? 
A copy hence our fimple girl may make -, ]' 

Unlefs Jhejhculd this wifer counfel take, > 

he^ruVd by reafon for your beauty's fake^ J 

Reafon ftill gives to radiant eyes their grace, 
Warren's imperial nv\kfor ev'ryface! 
Beauty y ye fair ^ may forge the lover's chain ; 
But the mind's charms your empire mufi maintain.. 
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ACT th^ FIRST. 



.JE»l*r Waoovii aud Lovcworth, 



WoODVIL. 

YOU furprifc me, Mr, Loveworth : a perfon, of 
your talle exchange the pleafures of a tpwn-life, 
for rooks and country iquires at this dead feafijjn of^ 
the year ! There is fonae myltery in all this. 

Loveworth. 

My dear Mr. Woodvil, diflipation ha* had its day; 
and now calm reflection and the fentimencs of the 
heart outweigh all the pleafures of the. vaia and 
giddy. ' - 

WooDVJJh. 

So ! grown a moralifl: !-^Wcll, be the? caufe what 
it may, 1 am glad to fee you at Fairfield. — And yet; 
all this hurry, and a young lady with you ! — My 
wife's curiofity will be at work, if (he ftnds her in the 
next rgom. Who is |he l.ady ? 

Love- 
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Love WORTH. 

Mr. Woodvil, the happinefs of my life is now at 
ftake. Her beauty, her merit, her accomplilhments 
juftify my choice. 

WooDviLv 
Married ? 

LOVEWORTH; 

Thefe ten days. 

Woodvil. 
With your father's confent ? 

LOVEWOR.TH. 

No, there's the rub t his confent nothing can ob- 
tain. 

Woodvil. 

This may prove a ferious bufinefs i the violenW 
of Sir William's temper 

LoVEWORTH.. 

Yes J he ftorms and raves at his ufual rite ; and if 
your interpofition cannot moderate his rage, I atm 
.ruined. 

WoODViLi 

flasf he feen the lady ? 

* LoVEWORTH. 

No ; he pofitively refufes -, fwears he will never 

acknow- 
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acknowledge her ; is determined to marry again ; 
and I am to be difinherited. In that refolution I left 
him in town, and you are now troubled with this 
vifit. 

WOODVIL. 

If I can be of ufe to you, I Ihall think nothing a 
' trouble. But your father, I fancy, lay at Grove- 
Place laft night. 

LOVEWORTH. 

At Grove-Place! then muft I fly the country. 

WOODVIL. 

No occafion for that: do nothing in a hurry. Sup- 
pofe I go over to him? — What is his objcftion to the 
match ? 

LoVEWORTH. 

His objedlion, according to the way of the world, 
k neither more nor leis than*^ 

Enter Watchit. 

Watchit. 

Sir William Loveworth fends his compliments, 
Sir. H^ reached Grove-Place laft night, and if you 
are not engaged, he will v^ait upon you to dinner. 

W06DVIL. 
That's unlucky : I can't fee him to day. Tell Sir 
William that - 

Vol. IV. U Love- 
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LOVEWORTH. 

You had better fee himi let me be no hindrance. 
I can difpofe of myfelf out of hii^ way. 

WOODVUL. 

It fhall be fo : a thought has juft occurred to me. 
Where is the fervant ? 

Watchit* 
In the Hall, Sin 

WOODVIL. 

Very well : Mr. Loveworthy cxcufe me for a mo- 
n\cnu [£xii. 

LOVEWORTH. 

Mrs. Watchit, you remember your promifc. Sc«* 
crecy is the word. ' 

Watc«it. 
You may depend upon me. Sir. 

LoVEWORTH. 

My father's fervant does not know that I am in the 
country, I hope. 

Watchit. 
Not a fyllable: do you ^e mc for a mar-plot? 

LoVEWORTH, 

You miftake mei I know your prudence. Itnd 
not be ieen by my father. ^c 

Watchit. 
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WATtHlf. 

By no means : I know Sir Willianii and fo does 
the whole country round. He will be like a whirl- 
Windi the moment he enters the houfei and yet what 
he (hoiild ftortil at, I can't tell. You have married 
a iweet young lady, that I can fee already : (he is 
fomebody^ rU warrant her; and what if fhe has not 
ia great fortune ? Snap your fingers at fortune. Sir ; 
fhe is as good a fort of a lady as a body would wifti to 
knoWi 

LoVEWORtH. 

She is obliged to you, Mrs. Watchit. Keep our 
fecret, and it may be in my power fome time or other 

Enter Woodvil* 

'WooDvrL. 

1 have defircd to fee Sir William. I have a fcheme> 
vhich, fhoUld it happen to fuccced, may give a turn 
to your afFairSi You miifl not be fecn by him. — ^ 
Watchit^ there is an apartment above ftairs ? 

Watchit, 
Yes> Sir^ the alcove room* 

WoODViLi 

There yoii m^y be concealed* 

^ WaTCHIT; 

To be furc, and his lady with him* 

U 2 Wood- 



3o8 THE t n O I C E. 

WOODVIL. 

Hold you your tongue; that will not do. — Love- 
•worth, your lady fhall dine with Sir William. 

LOVEWORTH. 

Not for the world : expofe her to a hurricane as 
foon, 

WOODVIL. 

Po ! let me conduftthisbufmers. I can introduce 
her as a relation of mine : Sir William will then fee 
her without prejudice, and who knows but — Say no 
more about it; I know it will do; iruft to me. 

Watchit. 
But your lady. Sir; won't her curiofity — ^ 



WOODVIL. 

*Sdeath I I forgot that. Loveworth, my wifemuft 
not fee you. Where is ihe now, Watchit ? 

Watchit. 

She walked out an hour ago : went acrofs the mea- 
dow towards the village : there is fome fcandal ftir- 
r.ng there about farmer Ashfield's daughter; and fbe 
is gone to make her enquiries. 

WOODVIL. 

Jufl as I could wifh : Watchit, do you keep her 
from feeing my friend Loveworth, and his lady (hall 
be a relation, whom my wife has never feen; my 
niece juft come from Salisbury. That will do. 

Watchit. 
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Watchit. 

But how fliall we keep my miftrefs . quiet. Sir? 
Yon know, if there iis a fecret going forward, ftie will 
hare a hundred eyes, all prying about. 

WOODVIL. 

Do you -put her hundred eyes to fleep : go. now 
and Jeaxn where fhe is, for fear of a furprize, 

Watchit. 
Here will be fuch apiece of work. [Exit. 

WOODVIL. 

1 had like to have forgot: you hare riot told mc 
Sir William's objeftion. 

LOVEWORTH. 

The old objeftion, Sir: flie has.no fortune; and this 
is not an age, in which merit without money is likely 
to meet with much favour. 

WOODVIL. 

That is among the few opinions, in which mankind 
have fuffered no fort of change. 

LoVEWORTH. 

Very true; fyftems of philofophy havefprung up 
in the world, varied, fluftuared, and given way to 
new devices: but he, who firft faidthat beauty, elo- 
quence, wifdom, and all fufficient merit were in- 
cluded in money, was the father of a feft, that fpreads 
from the city-counter to the drawing room, and takes 
in at once the great vulgar and the fmall. 

U 2 Woop- 
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WOODVIL. 

And your father is fo deep, in Ijiis money-maxims^ 
that reafon will make a feeble ftand againft pounds, 
ihillings, and pence. 

Love WORTH. 

And yet the amiable qualities oftheperfon I have 
chofen — Hufti! — I was beginning a very unfalhion-i 
able panegyrick, and luckily I am interrupted, 

Enter Clarissa: 

WOODVIL. 

My friend. Ma'am, has let me into th^ whole ft-i 
pret, and I give you joy. 

Clarissa* 
You will find me a troiiblefome guefl:^ Sir, 

Woodvil: 

When I have the honour of being better known to 
you;^ you will do me the juftice to think that a yifi{ 
from Mrs. Loveworth will always make me happy, 

Clarissa. 
The afflifted can make but very indifferent con^^ 
pany, and my ipirits are in fuch an agitatipn**— -^ 

finter Watchit, 

Watchit. 

Sir William is arrived. Sir. He and my mfftrdsi 
^re now walking up the avenue. 
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Clarissa. 
Sir William ? — Heavens ! — ^where Ihall I fly ? 

WOODVIL. 

Don't be alarmed. Ma'am, he fhan't furprizeyou: 
I'll ftep and meet him. \^Exif. 

Watchit. 

And I'll keep a look out for you : don't be fright- 
ened. [Exit. 

Clarissa, 

I Ihall never be able to fupport myfelf in his pre- 
fence. He confiders me as a difgrace to his family, 

LOVEWORTH. 

Difgrace, Clarifla ! he will in time acknowledge 
you an honour to his family, 

Clarissa, 
I cannot think of feeing him. I am the caufc of all 
this diftraftion and uneafinefs. Why would you make ' 
me marry without his confent ?' When I think to 
what a degree I have incejifed him againft you — Let 
me entreat you, Mr. Loveworth, to remove me from 
this houfe. Indeed I am terribly difconcert^d. 

Loveworth. 

My love, I grant, were you to face him at 
once in the charader of my wife, the fhock would be 
too great. But Sir William does not know you. 
My friend Mr. Woodvil takes an intereft in our 
mutual happinefs. He will introduce you as his re- 
U 4 lation, 



312 THE CHOICE- 

lation, juft come upon a vifit out of WiltQiire. By 
degrees you may make an imprefljon upon my fa- 
ther, and win from him his confent and approbation. 
The experiment is worth the trial. Confider the 
confequence it is of to me,— Why thofe tears, my 
love ? 

Clarissa. 

Should he perfift in his refolution to difinherit you, 
I am the fad occafion of your ruin, {weeps) 

LOVEWORTH. 

You will be the occafion of all that's dear to me in 
life. Dry up thofe tears. We will depart this mo- 
ment, if you chufe it, 

Clarissa. 

Noi I have fummoned up refolution. I chufe to 
ftay. I have involved you in difficulties, and the 
leafl: I now can do, is to endeavour to extricate you. 
J feci new courage, I will fee Sir William : I (hall 
be able to go through it. But let me fee, whatcha- 
rafter am I to affu.me ? Oh ! Mr, Woodvit's niecejj 
and from where ? 

LoVEWORTH, 

Juft arrived from Salifbury. 

Clarissa. 

Very well ; be it fo. I'll undertake the part : it is 
^ fajr ftrafagem, and if I fucceed in it 
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Enter Watchit. 

Watchit. 

Sir, Sir; Madam, Madam; they are coming, and 
Mrs. Woodvil is fo curious to fee you ! Fly, Mr/ 
Loveworth ; run up flairs, or you will be difco vered. 

LOVEWORTH. 

'Sdeathl which way? 

Watchit. 

There; don't you fee the flairs ? Make hafle; dif- 
patch. 

LoVEWORTH. 

J am gone : the field is your own, [Exit. 

Cjlarissa. 
How my heart flutters ! 

Watchit. 
CouragCj Madam; you can't fail of fuccefs. 

Enter Woodvil. 

Woodvil. (looking back as he enters) 

This way. Sir William : here is my niece, (jo 
Clarijfa) Now call up all your refolution. 

Clarissa, {to JFatchit) 
I iball certainly expire. 

Watchit. 
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AVatchit. 

You have nothing to fear: play this card well, 
rod the game is yours. 

WOODVIL. 

Walk in. Sir William. 

EnUr Sir William, and Mrs. Woodvil. 

Sir William. 

Ay, I Ihall be glad to fee a relation of yours^ Mr, 
Woodvil. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Where is fhe ? I am not acquainted with that 
branch of your family, my dear [to Woodvil) upon 
my word ! (ftands to look at Clarija) And is this 
your niece? Well! you may be proud of her. I 
never faw your poor filler, Mr, Woodvil : fhe has 
been dead thefe ten years I think. A fine figure truly ! 
Is Ihe like her mother .^ Sir William, don't you ad* 
mire her ? What a complexion ! and fuch a iweet- 
nefs in her countenance. You are wellcome in thefe 
parts. I am free fpoken, but when you and I arc 
better acquainted, you will like me prodigioufly, 
that r promife you,' 

Clarissa. 

That I dare fay, Ma'am, but I cannot promife my« 
felf'that 1 fhali be fo happy as to improve in your 
efteem, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. WooDviL. 

She is a fw^et girl : Mrhy did you conceal her frotn 
nie all this time? It was very crpfs of you, Mr, 
Woodvil, 

* 

WoOPVILr 

Sir William, won't you falute my niece ? 

Clarissa, (turning to PFatchit) 
I fliall fmk ijito the earth. 

Sir William, (advancing) 
3he is rather bafhfuU and fhy, 

WoODVIL, 

That will wear oflF : you will find her elegantly ac-- 
►mplilhedt ClariiTaj, my friend Sir William ijove- 
3rth. 



com^ 
worth, 



Sir William. . 



I am glad of this opportunity of paying nny refpefts 
%Q fo muc?h beauty and fo much apparent merit. 

[Salutes her^ 

Clarissa, (in confujion) 
Sir — I— you do me honour. Sir. (turns to Watcbit) 
WhatihallldP? 

Watchit. 
Have a ^od heart, and t;he day is your owHj^ 
Ma'am^ 

Sir 
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Sir William. 
You may be proud of her, Mr. Woodvil : fhc is 
elegance itfelf. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

A perfeft model ! you never told me of her, my 
dear, {to IVoodvil) And where have you hid your- 
fclf all this time ? But you and I will have fome talk 
by and by, and you fhall tell me your whole hiftory. 

Sir William. 

Have you heard the hiftory of my fon, Mr. Wood^ 
vil ? Do you know what the fellow has done ? 

Woodvil. 
Nothing that you may not overlook, I hope. 

Sir William. 

Overlook! hehas donewhatl fliall never forgive: 
he has gone and married without my confent, the 
blockhead! and thrown himfelf away for ever. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Well ! — ^you furprize me : to whom ? When ? 
When .^ What fort of a body ? What's her n^me ? 
Whai;'3 her fortune ? 

Sir WiLliam. 
Fortune ? Not a groat. A booby ! a numfkull ! 
a vile ungratefuU profligate ! the money I fpent upon 
his education ! yet yoii fee what it ends in : could, 
you think him capable pf fo rafh an adtion ? 

Woop- 
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WOODVIL. 

I always thought him guarded and prudent. . 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
^ And did not he confult your will and pleafure ? 

Clarissa, (afide to Wat chit) 
I wifli you would lead me out of the room. 

Sir William. 

Confult my will and pleafure ? — ^Yes, after he had 
played the fool / after he had ruined himfelf. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Well, that was wrong indeed : I do think that was 
wrong. Mr. Woodvil, he Ihould have had his fa- 
ther's leave : don't you think he fhould ? I am fure. 
you do, and fo does your niece here, for fhe looks 
like a good girl. There is no defending your fon. Sir 
William. I always thought him a promifing young 
man, but after fuch an evil ftep, there is not a word to 
fay for him : is there, Mifs ? 

Clarissa. 
It is not for me to accufe the gentleman. 

Sir William. 

No, Ma'am, no; you are too polite to interfere in 
family-matters ; but you can fay nothing in his fa- 
vour. Marry a v/oman without a groat ! 

Wood- 
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WOODVIL* 

A love affair, I fuppofe. 

Sir William. 

.A bankrupt affair ! he will be beggaf'd by it. M^ 
muft pleafe his own fancy, truly ! and he has dond 
it, 'Sdeath ! that a black-eye and a white (kin fhould 
rob a man of his fenfes 1 

WoODVIL* 

^ Well, ivell; fhc maybe a defcrving youhg l^dy, 
and her family may make the conneftion not turn ou« 
a bad one. 

Sir William* 

Her family ? Let her family maintain her; why 
is the burthen to be thrown on me ? Her family has 
no objeAion; I will anfwer for ^em: but is that an 
cxcufe ? Mrs. Woodyil, I appeal to you, and to 
you. Ma'am, though your uncle puts in a good word 
for a gracelefs— Now do you think (lo Clariffa) 
young as you are, do you think any apology can b^ 
made for difobedience to a father ? 

Clarissa. 

The queftidnis too difficult forme. Sirs I am not 
a proper judge. 

Sir William. 

I \yill cut him off with a (hiUing, that I can tell 

you : does not he know that I married a woman of* 

fortune ? That my father did the fame ? All my 

family /rom father to fon have had the table of in- 

tereft 
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tereft in view, and not one of us ever did a foolilh 
thing out of gencjrofity. This booby of mine is the 
firft of the name that ever did adifinterefted thing. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

There is a great deal in what you fay. Sir Wil- 
liam. 

WooDyiL. 
Prithee don't you — — 

Mrs. WoopviL. 
What do I do ? I don't meddle. What I fay is 
all between ourfelves : I fpeak only by way of con- 
verfation. Fortune is always fomething to be fure : 
I think it was twenty thoufand I brought you, my 
love : no, not twenty j yes, firft and laft : ten down: 
five by the death of— Ay, very true : firft and laft 
full twenty thoufand : but then I had confent of 
undes and aunts, and coufins^ and relations, apd all 
the old folks. 

WoODVIL. 

Po ! ftufF! how you run on ! 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Nay, don't fnub a body ; you was welcome, my 
love; had it been double, you ftiould' have had it 
all ; that is with confent of prudent people ; no- 
thing of the fort fliould be without confent. What- 
ever your uncle fays, let me advife you, Mifs, never 
marry withont confent. 

Cla- 
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Clarissa. 
How unlucky all this is ! (ajtde to Wat chit) 

WoODVlL. 

^' And yet, Sir William, fihce it is done. It niay be 
for the beft. Have you feen the lady ? 

Sii- WiLLIAM. 

Seen her ! What fhould I fee her f'or ? Did 
you ever hear a man reafon like him ? (to Clarijfa) 
Do you think, Ma'am, — you feem prudent, and I will 
alk you ?— Do you think it would be right to fee a 
perfon, who has thrown my family into fuch confu- 
lion, and has been the ruin of my fon ? I could only 
fpeak the language of reproach : would it be right 
of me to fay harlh things to her face ? 

Clarissa, 
I believe you would not willingly ad fo cruel a 
part. 

Sir William. 
No, no I it would anfwer no end, 

WOODVIL. 

I beg your pardon : you might find yourfelf mif- 
taken : you might, perhaps, fee a lady pofTcfTed of 
accompliftiments, that would kindle up a flame even 
in your own breaft^ fond as you are of ferving your 
intereft. 

Sir WiLLtAM. 

No, no J there I fhould be proof. 1 am not 

tinder, 
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tinclef> to take fire at the fparklirig of an eye, I 
have feeh as mnfch love among people who marry 
without any at all, as I have among your fighing, 
yhining, gjenerous lovers* • . 

Mrs, WooDvrt* 
That t can vouch. There was no great matter 
of love, Mr. Woodvil, between us at firfl: : at leaft 
on your part ; but all in good time ; it came by de- 
grees : and, I think, you will ^llow that we have 
lived pure and happy* 

WooDviL. (afide to Mrs. Wocdvil) ' 
I wjfh you would not make yourfelf ridiculour* 

Sir William. 
Mh Woodvil, to cut the matter fliort, my fon 
has ruined himfelf — A blockhead, to throw him- 
felf away in this manner !*- — ^Did you ever fee the 
fellow? (toClariJfa) 

Clarissa, (m great confujton) 
Yes, Sir; 1 have feenhims ^nd when you fee 
him again, perhaps— — ^ 

• Sir William* 

Never 5 I will never fee his face.-^^Marry -With- 
out my confent, and a beggar too !-^— He fhall fee that 
I am not to be trifled with. My fortune is in my 
own power; he fhall be difinhcrited, and that's the 
marridge-portion he will get by this amiable lady, 
on whom he has fixed his affe£tions» 
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Clarissa. 
Oh! Heaven! fupport me. (Jhe faints) 

Sir WiLLiAN^. {catching her in bis arms) 
tity ! what's the matter now ? She is not well# 

Mrs* WooDViL* 
Watchit, run for the hartfhorn. 

Watchit. 

I will, Madam. Poor young lady ! You had 
better take her into the air. Sir. Dear me, I am in 
fuch a flutter. \^Exit. 

Sir William, (fupporting her) 
She looks very handfome. Is fhe fubjeft to thcfc 
diforders, Mr. Woodvil ? 

WooiDviL. 
I fahcy not ; Ihe is tired after her journey* 

Sir William. 
Her colour returns : ihe is coming to herfelf. 
Very beautiful indeed I If that, fool, my fon, had 
made fuch a choice ! How do you find yourfelf, 
Ma'am ? 

Clarissa. 
Oh ! Sir ! — I beg your pardon. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Leave her to my care. Step with me, my dear; 
the air will do her good. Come along. [^Exit. 

Sir 
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Sir William* 

You haVt ttot as yet recovered your ftrength : let 
tne attend you^ 



Clarissa. 

y t>olii 
To rhuch troubi 



You ktt Very polite. Sir, but I would not give you 



Sir William?!. 

Trouble! it will be a pleafure. Mr, Woodvil, I 
fiiall returil in a moment. [£a7/ wi^h Clarija. 

Woodvil. 

He feenris ftruck already. Ho*r I fiiall laugh> if 
my fcheme fuccecds ! 

Enter Loveworth. 

LovEwoRTH. (peeping in) 
Mr. Woodvil) may I venture ? 

Woodvil. 

For a moment you may. If you but knew how 
things are going on here ' ■ > 

Loveworth. 

I overheard it all. But what have I done to Mrs. 
Wbodvii ? She takes a part againft me. 

Woodvil. 
She talks in her ufual ftrain^ without an idea of 
what file would be at. Keep out of her way. I would 

X 2 not 
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not hare her know you arc in the houfe : the (ecrct 
would foon cfcape, only by way of converfation, as^ 
ihe calls it. 1 cannot help laughing at this plot of 
mine : (hould your wife (leal into Sir William's good 
graces, before he knows who fhe is — ^Ha ! ha ! 

LOVEWORTH. 

The contrivance is yours ; and if it fuccceds, I fhall 
be for ever obliged to you. 

WOODVIL. 

It is an honeft artifice, and worth the experiment. 

Love WORTH. 

Pbor Clariflk! I tremble to think what (he feels all 
this time. The hopes and fears, that agitate her 
tender bofom, make the interval dreadful. — 'Sdeath! 
I hear fomebody coming. 

WOODVIL. 

Fly ; leave the room. No, you need not. All i\ 
fafe. It is only JVatchii : we (hall get (bme intelli- 
gence from her. 

Enter Watchit. (laughing) 

Watchit. 
Oh I this is charming. I (hall die with laughing. 

WoODVIL. 

What's the matter ? 

Watchit, 
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Watchit. 

Juft as you could wifli : Sir William is gone into 
the garden with her. She trembles, and blulhes ; 
and he fmiles, and fays civil things, and takes her by 
the hand j and Ihe wiflies to avoid him, and he fol- 
lows her more eagerly -, and my mittrefs Is all in a- 
maze, and does not know what to make of it. She 
is liire there is fome fecret going forward, and ac- 
cording to cuftom, (he will never reft till Ihe finds it 
out. I hear her coming. Mr. Loveworth, the plot's 
difcovered, and we are all undone, ifihe fees you. 

WOODVIL. 

And I Ihall be talked to death, if Ihe fees me. 
This way, Mr. Loveworth : follow mej I have 
fomething further to fay to you. 

Loveworth, 
I attend you. Watchit, be upon your guard. 

Watchit. 
Po ! po ! never ftand talking. Take care of your.^ 
fclf. Don't you hear her coming ? Away with you. 

[pufiing him. 

Loveworth. 

A thoufand thanks : I Ihall reward your paiits* 

[Exit. 

Watchit. 

Hujfh ! not a word. How troublefome thefc men 
are ! now for her curiofity, and a fpccimen of my ta- 
lents. 

X ^ . Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Woodvil. 

Mrs. Woodvil, 

Watchit ! you here alone ! where is your mafter ^ 
Where is Mr. Woodvil ? I left him here : v/hereishc 
gone ? What is he about ? Is any hodf with him ? 

Watchit. 
Not fo loud, if you plcafe. Ma'am j he defirc4 
not to be difturbed. Mr. Ruin, the lawyer, is with 
him : bufinefs of great importance upon the J^vil^ 

Mrs. Woodvil, 
Indeed ! tell me ; what is it ? 

Watchit. 

Law, Ma'am! as if you did not know : why, you 
are acquainted with the whole affair. 

Mrs. Woodvil. • 
Not a fyllable, as I am a finner: nobody ever tejls 
me any things and yet, I don't know why. I never 
repeat a word; I am as clofe as oak. Well_, tell me, 
Watchit ; tell me the bufinefs, 

Watchit. 
Why, for a matter o'that, if you don't know it 
already, it is fit you Ihould. But then, Heaven help 
me ! I am but a fervant, and if the like of me talks 
in the family 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

But you are fafe with me; you may ^o good by 
:mpaiting- every thing to me. 

Watchit. 
Yes, Mn'am, I know that ; but' my rnifter has for- 
bi4 HiC Lo fay a word. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. .WooDviL, ^ 

He (hall never know that you fpoke to me. I never 
betray any body. I always think before I fpeak. 

Watchit. 
Why then, if jrou will pronnife— — 

Mrs. Woodvil; 
I do promife, and I promife to reward you. Well ? 

Watchit. 

Don't you- know fomcthing about this young l^dy, 
Ma'am ? 

Mrs, Woodvil. 

No ; nothing upon the face of the earth* except 
that fhe is Mr. Wpodyirs niece. 

Watchit. 

Yes, that of pourfe : every body knows that. 
But, look you here. Ma'am — I am rujned if you ever . 
fay you heard it from me — Her errand in coming to 
this houfe is whimfical enough— ^She is in loves deep, 
far gonp ! 

Mrs, Woopyi;., 
Ay! 

Watchit, 
And is come into thefe parts in f urfu!t of the per- 
fon (he is fo much fmitten with. 

X 4 Mrs, 
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Mrs. WooDviL. 

Go on ; go on, Watchit : who is Ihc in love with? 
tell mc all. 

Watchit, 
Can't you guefs ? 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
No, quite in the dark about ic. Well, who is it? 

Watchit. 

You know hoTY difobliged Sir William is by his 
fon's mifconduft; and you know that he has threat- 
ened to difinherit young Mr. Loveworthy and marry 
again. 

Mrs. WooDviL, 
Right i go on. 

Watchit, 

Now this young lady — but upon my life you muft 
take no notice — ^this young lady is in love with Sir 
William up to the eyes, and my mafcer would be 
glad to make a match of it. Who can blame him, 
if he wants to provide a good fectlemept for his own 
relation ? 

Mrs, WooDviL, 
To be fu re, 

Watchit. 

My npiaftcr you know is a little &y ; he does not 

like 
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like to open the affair too abruptly to Sir William ; 
and that's what, I believe, he is now contriving with 
his attorney. Leave it all to their management. 
Ma'am. If you interfere, matter will fufpea me. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
Well, well ! very well ! any thing more ? 

Watchit, 

Did not you fee how the lady fainted away, when 
Sir William afked her opinion ? * 

Mrs. WooDviL, 
So flie didi I fee it all plain enough now, 

Watchit. 
When a young lady faints into a man's arms- 
Mrs. WOODVIL. 
* No doubti the meaning Js clear. 

Watchit. 
I have had fome chat with her: fhe is hurt to the 
very quick to fee Sir William madeunhappy by hisfon : 
llie thinks him the bed of charafters, and whatisvery 
odd, fhe fiys he is the handfomeft man (he ever fct 
eyes upon. She faw him laft fummer at the mufick v 
meeting at Salilbury, and has raved about him ever 
fmce. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Indeed !— It will be a good match for the girl, if 
i^ can b(; brought about, 

Watchit, 
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Watchit. 

Yes, for fure : flic owned hcp love to mc, but fhc 
rather thinks Sir William a little cruel — no, noj Ihe 
did not fay cruel ;— *A little fcvere to the fon : he 
ought, ftie fays, to make a provifion for him ; and 
if it fliould be her luck to marry Sir Willi^am, (he will 
intercede for the young gentleman, thougk he has 
been fo imprudent as to marry without his father's 
confent. 

Mrs. WoopviLt 
The good girl ! 

Watchit. 

Yes, jfhe is all goodnefs; fhe bears the charadcr 
of it. As fweet a temperas a body would wiOi to 
know. As I live and breathe, here comes my mafler 
— No ', It's Sir William. Don't take any notice to 
him. Leave it all to Mr, Woodvil's contrivance. 
He knows how to bring about the match. Here he 
comes, Ma'am. I am gone. If you fay a word of what 
1 have been telling you, it will be as much as my 
place is worth, lExiL 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
Go, go your way. Truly ! as if I did not know 
how to keep a fecret. 

EnUr Sir William, 

Sir William. 

I admire your garden, Mrs, Woodvil^ It is much 

im- 
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improved fince I faw it^ and your niece, as Milton 
has itj 

-Oft ftooping' to fupport 



Each flow'r of tender ftalk, mindlefs the while 
Hcrfelf, the faireft unfupported flow'r. 

Mr3. Woopvii,. 
That is fp pretty, and fo gallant ! 

Sir William. 

If that fon of mine had propofed for her, what ob- 
je(51ion could I have made ? None; I fliould have 
been pleafed with an alliance in my friend Wood- 
vil's family, 

Mrs. Woopvii,. 
I am really much chagrined for your fpn. There 
is no faying any thing in his defence. 

Sir William, 

No, let him repent it ; and he will have reafon : 
I fhall marry again. Your niece, I think, has never 
been in thefe parts before : any particular reafon for 
her coming now ? 

Mrs. Woodvil, 

jsj-Q; — ^I believe — f/mi/es at him) ^on't afk me; 
J never know any thing. 

Sir WlI^LTAM, 

Nay, I beg pardon, 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. WooDviL. 

No harm. Sir William — I could — But no, no ; 
1 know nothing — I can't help fmiling — ^you would 
fmile too if you knew all : but let Mr. Woodvil tell 
you. 

Sir William. 
Well, I fuppofe he will, if it be proper. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Yes, I dare fay he will. — Well, you are a lucky 
jnan. Pray, let me jifk you : was you at SaliJbury 
laft fummcr ? 

Sir William. 
I was. Madam . why do you aflv ? 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

^fkmeno quellions. — It is diverting too— -(/w/V^/ 
at him) Only now by way of converfation, did you 
fee the young lady you have been juft talking to in 
ourgarden ? 

Sir William. 
She cfcapcd my obfervation. 

Mrs. Woodvil, 

Well, I wonder at it.— Nothing cfcapes her. 
(fmilcs at him) She faw you. — Promile me not to fay 
a word 



Sir 
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Sir WiLLtAM. 

You may rely upon me* 

Mrs. WooDViL, 

It is very whimfical: — (he faw yoif and is deeply 
fmitten. 

Sir William* 
With me ? 

Mrs, WooDviL. 

With you : take no notice. Mr. Woodvil will 
take it very ill, if he hears that I faid a word. She 
grieves to fee you afflifted as you are by the behaviour 
of your fon. She takes an intereft in every thing that 
-concerns you. 

Sir William. 
I am greatly obliged to her. 

Mrs. WocDviL. 

So you are, if you know all. — Well, young girl* 
do fall in love fo unaccountably. She is up to the 
eyes in love with you. {laughing heartily) 

Sir William. 
In love with me I 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

She loves you ; I know it. So now you may make 
your own ufe of it. — And look ye — She rather thinki 
you fevere to your fon, and I can tell you, if Ihe has 
ever any influence, you will find her his beft friend. 

Sh« 
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She will intercede for him ; Ihc will never be at 
reft till you make fpmc provifion for him. 

Sir William. 

A generous way q( thinking. — In love ^ith me !— 
{looking pktifedll^ Noj noi it cannot be^ 

Mrs» Wqodvil. 
It Is certainly fo. 

Sir William. (^M^ing) 

No, no; — (he is very haildlbnid. If my fon had 
been able to diftinguifh her merit -^v 

Mrs* WooDviL. 
Who could have blamed him ? 

Sir William* 

Quite another thing that would have been* You 
are a laughing at me all this time. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
Never fufoeft it, Sir William: did you ever knbW 
me guilty or a joke? 



Sir William. 
Your niece is quite recovered now, I dare fay* 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
You faw how Ihe fainted in your arms ? 

Wiis 
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Sir William. 
Was theire any thing particular in that ? 

Mrs.^ WooDviL, (Jmiles at him) 

You don't know the impreflion you hav« madc# 
—She ^as terribly fhocked at feeing you fo unhappy. 
She took it to heart. 

Sir William. 
ril take another turn in the garden, I think. 
Now I recolleft, it was with a peculiar glance fhc 
eyed me. Will you take a turn in the garden ? 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
You had better go alone. They may fufpeft that 
I have been telling you. — Hufh ! not a word — here 
ftie comes, and Mr. Woodvil with her. 

£, ./.r WoODvriL, and Clarissa. 

Woodvil. 
Come, come, you are well now, and the company 
won't allow you to fhun them. 

Sir William. 

By no means. I hope you find yourfclf perfectly 
recovered, {going up to her.) 

Clarissa, {dijconcerted) 

It v/as only a fudden furprize, Sir : it is over now; 
J am much obliged to you. 

Sir 
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Sir William, 

I heartily rejoice to fee you fo well, (goes to Mu 
Woodvil) Did you mark thofc ftolen glances ? 

CtAliissA* {dfide to TVoodvil) ' 
If you but knew the inward coriflifl: I endure. 

WdODVIL* 

Wellj Well I fummon up your fpirits. {qfide) 

Sir WiLLtAM. {looks at her) ^ 

She is wonderfully agreeable, {ajide to Mrsi. JVood- 
vil) I am forry. Madam — {going to Clartjfa) that 
I abruptly mentioned any thing of my fun's behayioun 
I Ipoke harihly perhaps, and my violence might have 
d Hidden effeft upon your fenfibility. 

Clarissa, {in confufion) 

I will not diffemble. Sir, that the warmth arid 
violence of your refcntment did overpower my fpi- 
rits. I am forry that your fon has offended you. if 
I might prefume, his cafe may admit of fome alle- 
viation. The lady may, perhaps, be to blame. 

Sir William. 

To blame ! ay, to be fure flie is. A woman 
without any fubftance, without a fliiiling-*- — 

Mrs. WooDvxL. 
Tiat is an objedlion for certain. 

Gla- 
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Clarissa. 
Ahd yet the lady may be of a family — -^ 

Sir William. 
Yes, family enough, but a ruined family; 

Clarissa. 

Misfortune yoii will hardly think an objed of ridi"" 
tule. Sir William^ 

Sir William. 
It is a good reafon to fhun the alliance; 

Clarissa. 
1 am an unfit perfon to take the lady's part. 

\_lValks away. 

Mr^. WooDviL. 

You fee how uhwillirig fhe is to contradict you. 

(ajide to Sir William) 

Sir William, {afide io Mrs. TFoodvil) 
1 admire her of all things; 

Wdodvil. {afide to ClariJJa) 

Confider that my friend Loveworth's happiriefs is 
felt (lake; go bn with this, and he will have reafon te 
thank yoiii 

Mrs. WobDviLi (afide to Sir William) 
I told you (he would take your fon's part* 

Vou IV. Y Sir 
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Sir William, {afide) 

I like her the better for it : it befpeaks a gener6u$^ 
mind. — Madam> (following Clarijfa) I admire your 
delicacy : yoti have fomething to offer in behalf of 
the lady, whom my fon — I never faw her, and I be- 
lieve I never fhall. Do you think it would be right in 
me to fee her, only to fpeak the language of re- 
proach ? 

Clarissa. 

She would never be able to bear the prelence of an 
incenfed and angry father, who imputes to her the 
dtftraftions of his family {almoftin tears) 

Sir William, {aftde to Mrs. JVoodvil) 
How tender her fentiments are! 

Mrs. Woodvil. (ajide to him) 

She feels for your uneafinefs. 1 think you may be 
now convinced, that all I have told you is true. 

Sir William, {aftde) 

Yes, I fee it plainly : I have always had a young 
look, {walking towards Clarijfa) I fhall be glad to 
hear fo agreeable an advocate, though I fancy you 
will find the caufe already determined. 

Clarissa^ 

I would not prefume too far. Sir; but ftill there 
may be fomething to fay for your fon. His regard 
for the lady may be founded on a fmcere elteem for 
her good qualities ; for good qualities Ihe may have;^ 
it is at leaft poflible that Ihe may. 

Sir 
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Sir William. , 

t^o ! that's a fuppofition in the air. 

Clarissa, (in confufion) 
\ grant it^ Sir; 

Mrs. WooDviL. (to Sir fVilliam) 
Mark her deference for you. 

Clarissa. 

I can't pretend to vindicate the lady^ Sir. Of her " 
inerit I Can have but little to fay : but your fon-— he 
has undoubted virtuesi 

Sir William, {ajide to Woodvtl) 
How does (he know ? 

WOODVIL. 

She has heard me Ipeak of him; 

Sir William. 

Why, to fay the truth, Madam, my fon had fomc 
merit ; till he ruined all by this rafli aftion : the fel- 
low did carry his letter of recommendation about 
Kim^ 

Clarissa. 

Then the lady, on whom he has fixed his choicei 

Is to be pitied. If her inclination is not merely mer- 

' cenary, but raifed and kindled by defert i if fhe firi- 

ccrely loves him, and if by marrying him, fhe has fa- 

Y 2 crificcii 
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crificed hcrfelf, and the cbjeft of her affeftion too-^ 
{walks away, endeavouring tojupprejs her tears) 

Sir William, (to JFoodvil) 
She has a delicate way of thinking. 

WOODVIL. 

The mbft tender-hearted girl in the wcwld. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

And I fancy (he is- a little nervijh into the bargain; 
I ufed to be nervijh niyfelf. 

Sir William. 

She afFcfts me ftrangely, Conie, we'll talk no 
more about this unlucky bufinefs. With your leave, 
Madam, [going to Clarijfa) we will change the fubjefl. 

Clarissa. 

I fliould be forry to give you dilpleafure, Sir, J 
hope I have not prefumed toafar^ {floe walks away) 
Hcigho ! 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

A tender fymptom that figh. {to Sir William) 

Sir William, {advancing towards Clarijfa) 

You Ihould not figh, Madam; it is a bad habit.— 
She is an angel {--^{advancing nearer) A young lady, 
like you, Ihould be all gaiety, all wit, pleafure, and 
vivacity. — (/mi ling) You have no reafon, I hope, 
for fighing. 

£nt^ 
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Enter Watchit, 

Watchit. 
Dinner's upon table. Sir. 

WoopyjL. 
Very well: conne, Sir William. 

Sir William. 

Will you plcafe to favour me with your hand, 
Ma'arti? 

Clarissa, (frightened) 
You do me too much honour. Sir. 

Sir William. 

The honour is to me. [he takes her hand) Mrs* 
Woodvil, you are right (Jmiling at her) Mr. 
Woodvil, ydu have an elegant young Jady here— 
Madam, I Ji^ve the honour to attend you. 

l^Exit with Clarijfa. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Come, Mr, Woodvil, come along, my love. I am 
in the fecret for all you, and I hope you will be able 
to niake a match of it, [£;«/. 

Woodvil. 

In the fecret is Ihe ? Watchit, have you been 

blabbing ? 

Watchit. 

Not for the world. Sir : flie knows nothing of the 
matter. 

y 3 Wood- 
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WOODVIL. 

Very well : keep her in the dark, and things may 
go on as I could wifli. [^Exit. 

Watchit. 

This is charming : the hook is baited, and Sir 
William will be gudgeon enough to bite. Oh! ho \ 
ho ! my ftars ! this is for ever the way of the world. 

Men for their aftions call their neighbours foolsj^ 
Then do the fame, and mock their former rules. 



End of the FIRST ACT, 



ACT 
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ACT the SECOND. 

Enter Watchit and Loveworth.. 

LOVEWORTH, 



N love with her, lay you ? 

Watchit. , 

In love; up to his eyes ; he has it through the 
very heart ; paflionately fond of her. They are all 
together below flairs ; Mrs. Woodvil, by my contri- 
vance, has helped to bring it all about. She thinks 
flie is in the fecret, and is completely happy that flie 
has fomething that fhe ought to tell nobody, and 
which burns in her bread till Ihe tells it to every body. 
Mr. Woodvil is pleafed to fee his fcheme in a fair 
way to fucceed. He is every moment running out 
of the room, to laugh in private at the whole affair. 
There, Sir^ does not that make you happy? 

Love WORTH. 

I am for ever obliged to you, Mrs. Watchit. This 
is the luckieft incident ! my father has plunged deeper 
into the fnare than I expefted. 

Watchit. 
Yes ; he is caught. All dinner-time his atten- 
tion was fixed upon your lady; and the fweet 
confufion (he was in convinced Sir William, that it 

y 4 waa 
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was the blufli of love that coloured her cheek, 
When the ladies withdrew, he would not ftick to his 
bottle, according to cuftom : no, no ; he is tired of 
drinking; he rofe from table, and went about the 
houfe from room to room in queft of your lady, 
ftruggling to conceal his defign, and looking fo 
foolifh at every difappoiiitment! At laft he found 
her, and ladies, fays he, I am come to beg adifh of 
tea of you. 

LOVEWORTH. 

He never ufcd to drink tea, 

Watchit. 

I know it. And then had you but feen him at the 
tea-tabje, with his aukward civility, watching op- 
portunities to aflift the ladies, and with a buftle of 
good-nature putting every thing intp confqfion. 

LoVEWORTH. 

Perfeftly lil^e him : I know his way. 

Watchit. 

The leafl: motion was too much for your lady's de- 
licacy ; it gave him pain to fee her have fo much 
trouble: '^ Ma'am, give me leave to pour out the 
^' tea for you. — Sir, you give yourfelf too much trou- 
^' ble— My deareft Madam, to attend you is a plea- 
furej" — And at laft, in a h\irry of -politenefs, he 
tumbled down the tea-table, broke the china, and 
fcalded the dogs. They fell a barking; hemadeapo- 
logics ; " ladies I beg your pardon.— Sir, you need 
" not.— I proteft it was an accident : bow, wow, 
'[ wow ;" and fo all was uproar, laughter, noife, and 
confufion. 

Love- 
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LOVEWORTH. 

But pqpr Clarifla all this time ! 

Watchit. 
She afts her part delightfully. 

LoVEWORTH. 

Has Sir William declared himfelf to her ? 

Watchit. 

Not as yet, I believe : but he is ftruck with her, 
that is too plain. I don't know whether fhe fees it, 
JDUt every bpdy elfe does. 

LoVEWORTH. 

If he once takes it into his head to make love to 
her, it will be a ftroke of furprize upon her. I fear 
Ihe will hardly have courage enough to carry on the 
plot. 

Watchit, 

ril be anfwerable for her. No want of tjajents 
^here ; that I can fee faft enough. 

LoVEWORTH. 

Is there no danger of his coming up flairs ? 

Watchit. 

Po ! he can't ftir : your lady has him like a great 
gudgeon at the end of her line. 
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LOVEWORTH. 

But Mrs. Woodvil may be prying about the 
houfe, 

Watchit. 

Never fear her -, there is enough to employ her be- 
Jow ftair$. 

LoVEWORTH, 

Well, amongft you be it. If Sir William is really 
fmitten, fomegoodraay come of this, 

Watchit. 

We fhall manage the old gentleman to fome pur- 
pofe. Hufh ! (lay,, ftay ; I hear fomebody coming. 
Mrs. Woodvil, as I live and breathe : away, Mr. 
Loveworthi in there, into that room (be runs in i 
Jhejbuts the door) Was there ever fuch a man ? We 
fhall be detefted. (/peaks through the key-hole) Bolt 
the door. 

Enter Mrs. Woodvil, 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

So, Mr?. Bufy-body ! what were you doing in that 
room ^ 

Watchit. 

That room. Ma'am? I was not in that roopi, 
The door is locked. Ma'am. 

Mrs. Woodvil, 

Yes, I recolleft: I locked it myfelf, Watchit, 

ComQ 
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come hither. There is fome myftcry ia all this, 
which I don't comprehend. 

Watchit, 
Myftery, Ma'am? 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
Hold your tongue ; liften to me. Mr. Woodvil 
w^s every moment running oiit of the room, and 
whifpering with you, and ftiffling a laugh, that I 
faw playing upon every feature of his face : what 
does all this nrieaa ? 

Watchit. 

Mean, Ma'am ? Why that my mafter is gUd to 
fee his niece in a fair way of preferment. He is 
pjeafed, and he |ooks pleafed; can any thing be more 
natural ? 

Mrs. Woodvil, 

There is fomething which I cannot penetrate. Mr. 
Woodvil and Sir William are now Ijcked up in th^ 
ftudy, and I am fhut out : what is that for ? 

Watchit. 

Dear Ma'anri, the men always fettle thefe things 
among themfelves you know. There is money I 
fuppofe to be talked of, and jointure?, and fuch 
like. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Watfchit, I fufpeft you : you know more than you 
tell me. And this young lady, — I doubt whether (he 
]s my hufband's niece. It looks romantic, I think. 

W^TCI^ITt 
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Watchit^ 
Dear Madam ! 

Mrs. WooDViL. 

Very romantic, and not a little marvellous. Why 
fte knows nothing of the family. I have tried her; 
jiiked her qiieftions; fhe blufhes and looks filly, and 
gives anfwers that are jufl fo much of nothing at aH» 

Watch iT. 

Dear me! you know. Ma'am, (he was not edu* 
cated at home : in a boarding-fcbool at Chelfea from 
five years old. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
Was fhe ? That may be. And yet fhe is not like 
my hufband's fifter : all the family piftures are in 
ihat room : Til go and examine the pifture this mo- 
ment y and, Watchit, do you go and intice her up 
flairs, ril confront her and the pifture ; you will 
then fee that there is no refembiance, none in the 
world. Step, and bring her up ftairs. Til go and 
view Lhe pidure this moment. {,g<^i%f 

Watchit. {ciftde) 

This muft never be; we are all blown up in the 
air-r— Madam, Madam, you are quire wrong: this is 
all nothing : there is indeed an affair^ which if— — ^ 

Mrs. WcoDviL. 
Ay I whataiFair? What is it? 

WATCHITf 
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] Watchit. 

People bewilder themfdvcs about trifles : what I 
' have to tell you is of confequence, 

Mrs. WooDviL, 
Indeed! of confequence, fay you? 

Watchit. 

It is fit Mr. Woodvil fhould know it, and without 
lofs of time : immediately -, npw, now, this vcr/ 
inftant. 

Mrs. Woodvil, 
Tell it now then : how tedious you are ? 

Watchit. 

Law, Ma'am ! you are fo impatient !— what fhall 
I fay to her? (^^^)-^The affaii". Madam, is this 

If what I hear be true, it is enough to alarm the 

whole family. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Blefs me ! what is it ? Speak. Why conceal it 
from me ? 

Watchit. 
You know my charafter, Ma'am ; not one of your 
bufy meddlers in what does not belong to them. And 
yet it were a pity Sir William fhould carry it in this 
fafhion, and impofe upon good people, without fo 
much as a hiiK to put you all upon your guard. 

Mrs, 



550 TtlfeCHblcfe; 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
You terrify me : no more preamble ; go ori. 

Watchit. 
Have you heard nothing of Sir William lately ? 

Mrs. WoODVIL; 

Nothing particular. 

Watchit. 

Ah ! Madam !— Don't you fee that there is fbmc- 
thing unaccountable in his falling in love at firft fight? 
—That is always his way; a general lover, that I 
can tell you. A feraglio of ladies ! and though ht 
rails at his fon, he has gone lately and married one 
of his Madams, as privately as he could, and ht 
thinks nobody knows it* 

Mrs. WooDviLi 

Are you fure of this ? 

Watchit. - 

What do I keep up an intimacy with Mrs. Tat- 
TLEAXD, his houfekeeper, for, and all the reft of thd 
family ? Sad doings ! — you muft not fay you had it 
from me — but you ought to know the affair, and no- 
body will make a difcreeter ufe of it^-he has married 
his Dulcinea ; and becaufe he fancies it a profound 
fecret, he thunders out againft his fon ; and all this 
pretended love, in a moment, for my matter's niece, 
is only to decoy her, to deceive her, to ruin her, 
poor dear young lady 1 (invars) I pity her fo I do, 
and I am fure ilie deferves a better lot, than to be 

th(5 
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the prey of luch vile, profligate libertines, that's 
what fhe does, (crying bitterly) 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

This is very good, this is kind of you, and the 
whole family is obliged to you. The girl's ruin muft 
be prevented. I could not have thought Sir William 
capable 

Watchit. 

Lord, Ma'am ! he is capable of any thing t the 
whole parifh knows it : but tenants are cautious, and 
hufh-money goes a great way. There is not a mo- 
ment to be loft. Ma'am : if fomething is not done, 
and that direftly too 

Mrs. WoobviL. 

Leave it to my difcretion : lil go and fee what he 
and Mr. Woodvil are about. 

Watchit. 

Don't feem to know any thing of the matter to Sir 
William. Suppole you take my maftpr afide. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

It is fit hefhould know it : ftay you thefe: leave 
all to my difcretion . we need not quarrel with Sir 
William you know. I am glad I have found this 
out. ril keep my own fecret, and yet have an eye 
upon their motions. This is fuch a difcovery. 

[Exit, 

Watchit. 
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Watchit. 

So ; I have got rid of her. She will go with her 
ftory to Mr. Woodvil, and he will only laugh at her i 

Enter Loveworth, 

LOVEWORTH. 

A defperate game you have been playing, Watchit: 
this may embarafs us all. 

Watchit. 

We fhould have been in a worfe fcrape, had her 
Curiofity led her to difcovcr you lurking in that 
foom: don't you fee that? Nothing but a new fecret 
could have drawn her off from the fcent flie was 
upon. 

LoVEWORTH. 

Well, I don't know what to fay to it ? 

Enter Clarissa. 

Clarissa. 

Oh ! Watchit j I am frightened out of my wits* 
Mr*- Loveworth, how do you find yourfelf all this 
while? 1 am fo glad to have an opportunity of 
fpeaking to you. Sir William will never forgive me, 
when he finds out who I am. And what is in the 
wind with Mrs. Woodvil ? I met her on the ftairs j 
the caft of her eye terrified me to death. She has 
found out the whole afi^air, I believe. 

LovB- 



A COMEDY. 35^ 

LOVEWORTH. 

You are too eafily alarmed : if you will but coiti- 
mand yourfcl f 

Watchit. 

Run, Mr. Loveworth i get out of the way. I 
hear Sir William. 

lExh Lovewcrtb andjhuts the door after him. 

Clarissa. 
It were beff to explain every thing to him. 

Watchit, 
By no means, Madam : things are not ripe as yett 

Enter Sir William, 

Sir William. 
Ay, here fhe is, I have found her at laft. 

Watchit. 

I am glad he is come, and now V\\ leave 'em to- 
gether {afide) — ^Did you fe^ Madam Woodvil be- 
low flairs. Sir? 

Sir William. 
I left her with my friend Woodvil. 

Watchit. 

They will be wanting me : you will excufe mCj^ 
Madam : dear heart, there will be fuch a racket ! 

[Exit. 
Vol. IV- Z Sir 
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Sir WiLLiAM- 
Thc Wench is gone as I cou]d 'wi{b.—;(Jfandsloch'ng 
at Clarijfa) — I never was fo ftruck with beauty in all 
my days (afide) — I hive been — {advancing towards 
ber)—l have been impatient. Madam, for an oppor- 
tunity : won't you be pleafed to fit down ? 

Clarissa. 
I Ihali be ill again, I fear, (fits down) 

Sir William, {fmiling and Jetting near her) 

I fay. Madam, I have been impatient for an oppor- 
tunity to — to — what's come over me ? I feel ftrangely 

affedled {afide) 1 'am no longer a ftranger, 

Madam, to you and your afFeftions. 

Clarissa. 
Sir ! {frightened) 

Sir William. 
I know you. Madam ; I know your way of think*- 
ing ; and what at firft appeared a myftery 

Clarissa. 

If you know me, Sir, I hope your generofity will 
cxcufe 

Sir William. . 

No Apology, pray. I am glad to find that I am 
not an objeft of your hatred. 

Clarissa. 
Hatred, Sir? — If you could read my heart, you 
would perceive there the moft perfeft eftccm— — 

Sir 
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Sir William. 

Efteem ! (laughing conceitedly) with what referve 
fliephrafcs it? [ajide) — Efteem, Madam ? Call it 
by a more-tender name, {drawing nearer) We arc 
now alone, and may throw off all difguife. Come, 
come J (ffniling) though yoti don't know it, I am 
in thcfecret, — Mrs. Wood vil has repofed a confidence 
in me : ihe has told me all. 

Clarissa. 

Then, Sir, fhe has told you, that I am difpofedto 
pay you every mark of attention and regard : that it 
is impoffible to have a more fincerc— — 

Sir William. 
You honour, Ma'am^ you do me honour; and if 
you chufe to pafs your time at Grove -Place— — 

Clarissa. 

It is the ambition of my heart. Sir. It is the hap- 
pincfs at which I afpire. 

Sir William. 

This open, this candid declaration tranfports me, 
beyond the power of words to exprefs/ You confirm 
all that Mrs. Woodvil told me; and it fhall be the 
ftudy of my life to promote your happinefs. 

Clarissa. 

You have given a new turn to my fpirits. Sir 
William: you have raifed me to new life. I am 
for ever obliged to Mrs. Woodvil for bringing about 
what I defpaired of ever attaining, 

. Z 2 Sir 
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Sir William. 
Wc arc both obliged to her : and as to my fon*-^ 
I can be very decifive — For your fake I am deter- 
mined that he (hall never enter my doors^ 

Clarissa, 
Sir ! (in great confujion) 

Sir William, 
An abandoned profligate ! 

Clarissa, 
Your words alarm me. Sir : you terrify me out of 
my fenfes. I thought Mrs, Woodvil had fettled 
cverj' thing. 

Sir William^ 
She has. Ma'am; fhe has fettled matters to 
•ur mutual advantage. She has told me too, that 
you have a kind of partiality for my fon : but your 
goodnefs mull not be thrown away upon fo undefcjv- 
inga— 

Clarissa. 

I confefs, I have a partiality for him. And after 
all, his crime may jiQt be fo great as you imagine. 
He has married without a fortune ; but you may find 
hereafter that he has connefted himfelf with a perfon 
who will fliew herfelf, in every part of her conduft, 
fenfible of the obligation. If fhe has not brought 
riches into your family, (he may have qualities that 
will more than atone for the want of fortune. Inftcad 
of the pride, and I may fay, the infolence of wealth, 
complyance and condefcenfion may be hers. If Ihe 
has no right to expenlive pleafures, Ihe may prafticc 
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Cfetonomy; and. Sir, flie may be gratcfiill, in pro- 
portion to the kindnefs and generofity of the family^ 
into which fhe has niarricd. 

Sir William, 

She argues the point well : (he will fuit my tempet* 
cxaftly. {aftde) I adjnire your fentiments. Madam, 
but ftill ^ 

Clarissa. 
Perrfiit mCi Sir, to fay a word more. When a 
perfon in affluent circumftances, or of confiderablc 
expeftarions, can fofegO all views of intereft, and 
follow the impuife of elegant, ofgenerousafFeftions; 
the lady, on whom he fixes his choice, may in return 
make his inclinations the rule of her conduft. In his 
happinefs hers may center* And if I may fpeak out, 
flie, who deftitute of riches, brings honour and vir- 
tue into a family, carries with her what many fa- 
milies want. 

Sir William* 
There is fpirit and good fenfe in. every thing flie 
utters, {pfide) You area powerfull advocate; you 
plead too well for a gracelefs libertine. But have a 
a care; don't carry it too far. You may prevail, and 
hurt yourfelf. It is your intereft to urge no more. 
To differ from you will not be in my power. I feel 
your influence already : It is refiftlefs, and fo I Ihall 
go and tell your uncle this very moment. He fliall 
know my mind immediately, and then. Madam, the 
whole affair will be concluded.— Your behaviour has 
charmed me ; {bo^ving to her) it has Won my heart. 
I fliall wait upon yolij as foon as I have talked tht 
matter over with Mr. Woodvil. I'^^wj)—- She is a 
charming girl, and Til marry her without delay. 

\Exit. 

Z ? Cla- 
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Clarissa. 

Every thing concluded ! — ^what docs he mean ? 
There is fomc ftrange mifunderftanding between us. 

Enter Watchit. 

Watchit. (Jaugbing) 

Excufe me. Madam : I can't help laughing : this 
goes on charmingly, 

Clarissa. 
Oh! Watchit, what fhall I do ? 

Watchit. 
You have done admirably. 

Enter Love worth* 

LOVEWORTH. 

Yes, I, am witnefs: flie is carrying on an intrigue 
in my hearing, and almoft before my face. 

Clarissa. 

Oh! Mr. Loveworth, if you had any feeling for 
my diftrefs 

Loveworth. 

Diftrefs ! what diftrefs ? You have gained a com- 
plete vi6tory ; you have made ^n abfolute conqueft. 
Maintain your ground, and you force him prefently 
to furrender upon your own terms. 

Cla- 
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Clarissa. 

We had better acquaint him with the whole truth. 
It does not become me to try thefe artifices. When 
he finds himfelf the dupe of this ftratagem, he will 
never forgive me. 

Watchit. 

Dear Madam, you are enough to diftraft a body ; 
when things are in fuch a fine way, you are going 
toruinyourfclf and Mr. Loveworth too. 

LOVEWORTH. 

It is even fo : Sir William has not gone far enough 
as yet: when he is upon the very brink of matrimony 
with you, can he afterwards condemn my conduct ? 
When he finds himfelf the captive of your beauty. 
Will not that be my apology ? And do you* wifti to 
deprive me of it? 

Clarissa. 

You know I don't; but I am afraid of provojving 
his refentment: I have no right to pafs a trick upon 
him. 

Watchit. 

Hufli ! you are both difputing, and the enemy is 
Healing a march upon you. Here comes Madam 
Woodvil. Back to your room Mr. Loveworth, run 
back this moment. 

Loveworth. 
Canfufion ! that troublefome woman ! lExiL 

Z 4 Cla- 
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Clarissa. 
Let mc go with him. 

Watchit. 

No, that will never do: you are wanted here. 
Stay, ftay, I have the key, and Fll fecure the door. 

I know her curiofity j but if flic outwits mc (locks 

the door) 

En fer Mrs. Woodvil.^ 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Clarifla, I have been looking for you every where- 

So ! (feeing Watchit at the door) At that door 

again ? — ^What is going forward ? {afide) I fay, 

where have you been, Clarifla ? What have you 

been about ? 

Watchit. 

I wanted to fliew the lady the family piftures in 
the tiext room. Ma'am \ but I can't find the key. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Well, well ; inever mind it now : another time 
will do. — Clarifla, where have you been hiding your- 
felf ? — Your uncle .wants you below : Sir William is 
prodlgioufly enamoured, and he means to finifli the 
bufinefs without lofs of time. I have given you a 
helping hand, I promife ybu. 

Clarissa. 
Your intentions are very good, Ma'am; but you 
will excufe me at prefenr. 1 cannot go down any 
■ more to night. 

Watchit. 
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Watchit. 

Yes ; let us go down : get her avray from this 
place, (ajide) 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

What are you meddling for, Mrs. Pert ? What 
have you been faying ? 

Clarissa. 

She has faid nothing improper : but the hurry of 
this affair — I have reafons for deferring it. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Reafons ! what reafons ? Tell me your reafons. 
Come, come ; you muft comply. Watchit, do you 
ftep and do as I ordered you. 

Watchit. 
Yes, Ma'am, I fhall take care. \^ExiL 

Clarissa. 
Permit me to continue here. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
By no means : would you mar you fortune ? 

Clarissa. 
If you will infiftupon it — [Exit. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Oh! it muft be fo. We cannot difpenfe wich' 
your company, {goings looh back) And now I will 

fee 
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Mrs. WooDviL. {witbin) 
Ofe! oh! oh! help 

Sir William. 

How ? the cry of diftrefs ! flie is taken ill ag^n 1 
fear : which is the way ? 

Mrs. WooDviL. (within) 
Oh ! oh ! I fliall die- 

Sir WiLliaM* 
Zookers ! I muft relieve her. 

Watch IT* 
For the love of* mercy. Sit*, (kneels before him) 

Sir William* 
Another voice ? 

Mrs. WooDViL* (within) 
Oh ! oh !— 

Sir William. 

It comes this way : I muft go to her affiftance^ 
{runs forwards and tumbles over a chair) Hey ! 
what the devil is all this ? 

Watchit. 
Thieves ! murder ! all broke into the houfe : 

have compaffion upon a poor 

{lays hold of Sir William) 

Sir 
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Sir William. 

AH m^d I believe : houfes fervantsj will nobody 
come ? 

Watchit. {holding him) 
You fliall not have your wicked will : I never will 
confent : my virtue is all I have to depend upon* 
^Ir. Woodvilj Robert i George, 

Sir William. 
fley ! what's the matter now ? 

Watchit. 
Spare my life; Ip^re my honour ^ Iparcmyinno* 



cencc, 



Sir William, 



This is the ftrangeft accident ! 



Watchit; 



Will nobody cpjue ? A parcel of Jews to ruin all 
Chriftian virtue. 

Enter Woqpvil, with a light. 

Watchit. 
You fliall not force me : I never wil| yield. 

WOODVIL. 

liey i what have we here ? 

Sir 



366 THE CHOICE. 

Watchit. 

Oh ! Sir, I am glad you are come. This vile 
maoj I don't know who he is— — 

WOODVIL. 

Sir William! 

. Watchit. 
How ! Sir William ? 

Sir William. 

Mr. Woodvil ! You are come moft opportunely. 
Such confufion here ! 

Mrs. Woodvil. {within) 
Oh ! will no body bring a light ? 

Woodvil. 

Hey ! more diftrefs ! what is the meaning of all 
this ? [Exif. 

Watchit. {rifmg) 
I could not have thought fuch wickednefs was in 
you. Sir William. 

Sir William. 
Hell and confufion ! what has poflefled you all ? 

Enter Woodvil, leading Mrs. fFoodviJ. 

Woodvil. 
Don't be frightened, my dear: what is the mat- 
ter? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. WooDviL. 

Oh ! Mr. Woodvil ! — a man lurking in that 
room; he rufhed upon me. He is come to ravifh 
the whole family : it could be for nothing clfc. I 
fainted at the fight of him. 

- Watch IT. 

He did the fame to me. Madam, and here is the 
wolf in Iheep's cloathing ! Sir William, Madam, it 
was he 

Sir William^ 
1 a wolf in flieep's cloathing ! 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
Yes, now I look at him, it was he. 

Watch IT. 
He came upon me, like a dcftroyer of innocencCf 
and you faw me {crfing) ftruggling in defence of 
my dear, dear virtue. 

Sir William. 

Out of their fenfes ! ftark mad. ! they are be- 
witched, and bedevilled, I think. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
You wicked man to go to deny it ! He attacked 
me in the moft furious manner. 

Watch IT. 
Yes, and me too, like a tyger, or a mountain bear. 

Sk 
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Sir William. 
Get a dark room and a bed of ftraw for 'cm both^ 

WoODVIL. 

Sir William, this is a fcrious matter ; what can I 
think of it ? 

Sir William, 
That it is all falfe. Sir. 

Mrs. WooDviL, 
It is all too true. 

Watch IT. 
You faw him offering violence to me. (crying) 

Sir William. 
Confufion ! I tell you it was not fo, 

Mrs> Woodvil. 
I fay it was fo. 

Watch I T» 
And fo do I. 

Sir William, 
But I tell you, no. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
And I tell you, yes. 

Watch IT. 
And I fay, yes, yes, yes. 

Sir William. 
N9, — daijdnation I — no. 



i 
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WOODVIL, 

Why do you all Ipcak at once ? 

Mrs*. WooDviL. 
Hear me, Mr. Woodvil. 



Watch IT, "S 



Let me tell you- 



^ 






Sir William. 

Nox let me explain—^ ^ 

•^ 

Woodvil. 

Diftraftion ! will you have patience ? 

Watcmit. 
He was here, lurking in this room. 

Mrs. Woodvil* 
No ', he was lurking in the other room^ 

Watch IT, 
Madam ; it was here. ' 

Mrs. WoopviL. 
I tell you it was there. 

Sir William. 
I fey it was no where. 

Watch it; 
He fell firft upon me. 

Vol. IV. A a . Mrs^ 
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Mrs. WoobviL. 
He began with me* 

Sir William. 
I meddled with neither. 

Watchit; 
I was his firft objedt. (laughs qfide) 

Mrs. Wood V It. 
You^is objeft! hold you y bur tongue. 

WaoDViL. 
Hold all your tongues. 

Watch It. 
I mull fpeak for my vartue. (laughing afide) 

Sir WlLLiAWf. 

Damnation ! If you keep a mad houfe, Mr. Wood- 
vil, why would not you tell me fo ? 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

Ay ! you are found out. And this, my dear Mr. 
Woodvil, this is not the worft of his treachery. He 
is married already, and wants now to 

Woodvil. 
Married, Sir William? 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

I fay married : I can prove it. He thinks it a 

pro- 
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]f>rofound fecret, and he only wants to feduce your 
niece to her ruin. There is a friend for you ! 

"Watchit. {afide avd laughing) 
What a fine puzzle here is ? * 

Sir WlLLIAMi 

Slander, talumnys I deny it all. 1 here declare-* 

Mrs. WooDviLi 

t)bn't hear Kim j he will deny this, like every 
tkingelfei 

Sir William. 

Diftraftion ! confufion ! will you hear me ? 
\jVatcbit talks a^art with JVoodvily and both laUgk^ 

Enter CLARissAi 

Clarissa. 
I^or Heaven's fake, what is the matter ? 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

Oh ! 1 am glad you arc come : take care of your* 
fclf : he is no better than he fhould be : he means to 
rob you of your innocence; 

Clarissa^ 
Madam, I can never think fo ill of Sir William. 

Sir William. 
Generoufly faid, and 1 thank you. You are the 
only one of fcnfc among them. 

A a 2 Wood- 
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WooDVit. {aliie with Watthii) 

I underftand it now : but huih !— no explaining; 
let it take its courfe. \Watchit and he laugL 

Clarissa. 

Sir William is incapable of an improper adion, I 
aiti fure he is. 

Sir William, (fo Clarijfd) 
I adorfe you more than ever. 

Mrs. WooDviL* 

Watchit, what do you ftand laughing there for? 
—Step hither; come forward, I fay. Did not yotr 
tell me, Watchit, that Sir William is married ? 

Watcwt. 

Sir William married ! I tell you ! law ! Ma*am— 

IBurJts into a laugh. 

Mrs. WoODviL. 

She did tell me, and I know it to be true. You 
can be a general lover. Sir William : — Mr. Wood- 
vil, " he has a feraglio of ladies ; and though he 
" rails at his fon, he has gone lately and married 
*' one of his Madams, as privately as he could, and 
*' he thinks nobody knows it." 

Sir William. 
There again now ! 

WoODVlL. 

What a buftle (he has rtiade I {lauM) 
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Mrs, WooDviL, 

Mr. Woodv il, it is no laughing matter : Watchit 
has told me all: it is juft as flie fays; " he has married 
" his Dulcinea, and all his pretended love in a mo- 
'* ment for your niece, is only to decciV:C her, ruin 
^* her, poor dear young girl." 

Sir William; 
All falfe, idle, abfurd : where are your witnelTes ? 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

There, I thought you would be at that work. 
*^ The whole parifli knows it : but tenants arc cau- 
" tious, and hulh-money goes a great way." Does 
not it, Watchit ? 

Watchit. ^ 

I know nothing. Madam i I renrftniber nothing ; 
I underftand nothing; but I believe I Ihall crack my 
fides with laughing : ho! ho! ho! ■ ■■ [^Exit^ 

Sir William. 
There j there ; fled the pit ! 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

But I fliall bring her back. My deareft Mr. 

Woodvil, it is a fcrious affair : take care of your 
niece: it is for the good of your family that I give 
myfelf all this trouble* I'll bring the girl back this 
moment, [Exiu 

Woodvil, (laughing) 
Well, this is a curious miftake, 

A a 3 Sir 
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Sir William, 
You allow it to be a miftake ? 

WOODVIL, 

This ftory of your marriage, I believe, is without 
foundation : but your behaviour to my wife^ and 
what I faw with my own eyes between you and the 
maid-— — 

Sir William. 
All a miftake too : but tell me plainly. Sir; am I 
to underftahd by this, that you evade giving me an 
anfwer, or that you don't approve of my afking your 
niece in marriage ? 

WOODVIL. 

I have not faid^at. Win her if you can. That 
may (hew that y^B "have no unfair defigns upon the 
reft of my family. [£^?/ ^^S^i^Si 

Sir William. 

Defigns upon his family ! I hope, Madam, that in 
your thoughts I am honourayy acquitted. 

Clarissa. 
Of every unfair defign it is my duty to aqcjuit you. 

Sir William. 

You make me happy ; much happier than you ima- 
ginei Thefe foolilh people have plagued and per- 
plexed me to that degree, I ftiall hardly have com- 
mon fenfe this week to come. But I ftill have fcnfe 
enough to know your merit. Your uncle confentj ; 
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you heard him fay fo : and fince our paflion is rhu- 
tual— — 

Clarissa. 

I (hall ever refpedl you, Sir 5 but as to mutual paf- 
fion— 

Sir William. 

I^ay, it is too late to throw a veil over it. Con- 
fider ; you have acknowledged it. 

Clarissa. 

I have acknowledged the fentiments I feel in behalf 
of your fon : muft he be ruined. Sir ? 

Sir William. 

Never throw away a thought on him : if he is un • 
done, he may thank himfelf. It would be unnatural 
in you to plead too much for him and the children 
of his marriage. 

C(-ARISSA, 

Indeed, Sir, if his children arc not happy, I fhall be 
miferable, [almofi in tears. 

Sir William. 

She fpeaks feelingly for him. (aftde) — Po ! this 
is all miftaken generofity. What have you to do 
with the fellow ? Leave him and his wife to repen- 
tance and their own mifery. 

Clarjssa, 

But if by coming into your family, I bring calamity 
on any part of it— « 

A a 4 Sir 
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Sir William. 

You arc not to anfwer for that : it is my aft and 
deed* 

Clarissa. 

Can I confent that you fhould extinguiih the na- 
tural afFeftions of a father ? What a load of calumny 
muft I take upon myfelf ? The malice of the world 
will never ceafe to pcrfecute me. Let me, therefore, 
entreat you j drop your prefent defign : your eftee m 
is all 1 afk: upon that my happinefs is grafted. Could 
you but know half of what I feel ! my heart is ready to 
burft in your prefence : it is fit you fhould be informe4 
-^This hcart;^ Sir — r- 

Sir William, (qftde) 
She alarms me : — go on -, proceed, 

Clarissa. 
This heart — it is no longer at my difpofal. 

Sir William. 
I know It : you have refigned it generoufly : Mrs, 
Woodvil told me fo : you have given away the pof- 
feffion of it. 

Clarissa. 
I have. Sir ; and it is never to be recalled. Mine 
is not a fudden turn of inclination: it is a paflion, to 
which fqfitiment gave birth ; which reafon approves, 
and gratitude makes a duty. 



Sir 



\ 
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Sir William, (hawing reJpSlfully and Jmilin£) 

Madam ! you are too good: you do me too much 
honour. 

Clarissa. 
If I could be fure that you will always think fo— 

Sir William. 
Rely upon mc : I am fixed, unalterably fixcd^ 

Clarissa. 

And will you forgive your fon ? — Oh ! Sir Wil! lam, 
if I had power of utterance to tell you but the half of 
what pafles here — {laying her hand to her breaft) If I 
could explain to you the intereft I take in Mr. Love-r 
worth's welfare-w(///r;7j afide^ Generous, generous 
Loveworth ! 

Sir William. 

Tears ! — her generofity is fomewhat fingular. This 
warmth of fympathy for a ftrangc r i 

Clarissa. 

I cannot help it. Can I think of wadeing intg 
y^ur family through the tears of a ruined fon \ 

Sir William, {aftde^ 

She has got-the day: flie has conquered .1 lean 

refift no longer. You have foftened me in regard to 
the fellow, though he does not deferve it. Since you 
will have it fo, 1 give up the point. I will fee niy 
fon^ I will forgety'ril forgive his folly. He Ihall be 

dC' 
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decently provided for. You fliall have all the merit 
of bringing about this reconciliation. My whole 
family will be obliged to you. And now, fincc all 
yourfcruples are removed; promife me your con- 
lent. 

Clarissa. 

Thus much, Sir, I can venture to anfwer. Sec 
Mr. Loveworth ; take him once more upder your 
protedtion ; reftore him to your efteem and regard ; 
and as to his lady, — if her condudt gives her a claim 
upon your generofity, — rif Ihe has any of the true vir- 
tues of a wife to entitle her to favour,-— only promife,, 
when you have feen fome proof of her merit, that 
you will then forgive her alfo, — do this, and I (ball 
reverence you for the goodnefs you may ext^pd tg 
her. 

Sir William. 
And then you prornife me your hand? Do not 
hefitace. ' , 

Clarissa, 
When you have forgiven your fon, and feen his 
lady, if you then perfift; if yourrefolution doesnoi; 
change -u . m 

■ ^ 

Sir V/illiam. 
Qh !-.-iyIy refolu^ion can never change, 

Clarissa. 
If you then continue in the fame mind ; if^ when 
your family is fettled, you think it proper to a(H me 
in marriage .- 

Sir 



I 
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Sir William, 
yoTLi will then confent, 

Clarissa. 
You fhall, in that cafe, judge for yourfelf* 

Sir William. 
Odfbud ! you have made me the happieft of men. 
I /hall be as young a bridegroom as George himfclf, 

Clarissa, {ajid^) 
I dread the end of all this. 

Sir William, 

I have not words to thank you. You have made 
me— -bijt rU fay no rpore- — ?— when Lam thoroughly 
h^ppy^j I am wonderfully given to t^lk nonfcnfe— — • 
loll toll loll, (ftngs) 

^nter Watchit, Mrs. Wgodvil, and Mr, 

WOODVIL. 

Watchit. (laughing) 
Ghi gracious! I Ihall die with laughing, 

Mrs. Woodvil; 

Now, Mr. Woodvil, r^ow walk in ; now hc4r 
what Wafchit has to fay. 

Sir William. 
Wounds ! the old exploded ftory again ? 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Woodvil; 
Hear what the girl has to fay. 

Watchpt. 
I have nothing to fay. Madam, Ho! ho! hot 

Mrs, Woodvil. 
Nothing to fty? 

WboDVIL. 

No ; nothing to the purpofe. I underftand the 
"whole. 

Sir William. 

Your niece has confented. She has impofed cer- 
tain conditions : I muft fee my fon : Ihe infifts upoa 
It, and I agree. It is all her goodnefs^ and not hil 
nUeriti and fo I fliall tell him. 

Mrs. Woodvil, 
And will you let your niece marry him I 

Woodvil. 
Do you be quiet. I am glad to hear this news, 
Sir William ; and fortunately my friend George is 
now in, the houfe. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 

In the houfe, and I not know it ? How long has 
Jie been here ? 

WooDvitt 
Po ! OQ matter how long ; fincc you are wrouglit 
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to this difpofitioft, Sir William— -Watchit, defirp 
him to walk up ftairs. 

Watchit. 
Yes, Sir. This is the luckicft afFair. [Exit. 

Sir William. 
Mr. Woodvil, you arc too precipitate, 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
Ay i precipitate indeed ! 

WOODVIL. 

Will you difobey the lady's commands ? Clariflat 
enforce your authority, [^talks apart with Clarijfa. 

Sir William. 

Her commands are abfolute : let him cpme, fincc 
it muft be fo : ay, ay i let me fee him. 

Clarissa. (aftdetoWoodvil) 
I tremble for the event. 

Enter Watchit, and Loveworth. 

Watchit. 
Mr. Loveworth, Sir. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
The very perfon I faw in the other room ! 

Sir William. 

There, there ; flie is growing mad again ! 

Mrs. 



382 T H E C H O I C £, 

Mrs, WbobviL. 
Mr, Woodvil, if you will believe tnc* 



WoODVtL, 

I can't believe you ; truce with this ablurdity. Sit 
William, here is your fon. Sir. 

LOVBWORTH. . 

To be thus admitted to your prefence— 

Sir William, 

You owe it entirely to that lady's goodnefs. Shd 
is the beft friend you ever had ; that I can tell you. 

LoVEWORTII. 

I feel that truth too fenfibly, and it (hall be the en- 
deavour of my life to convince her of my gratitude. 

Mrs. WooDviL. {looking at Loveworth) 
I am fure it was' he, whom I faw concealed in the 
room, {afide) 

Sir William. 
If you are ever wanting in due refpcdl to this lady, I 
fhall quarrell with you again. For the prefent, I fhake 
hands with you : and fo all is well. 

Mrs. WooDviL. 
He is' the very perfon. Watchir, I am fure of it. 

Watchit. 

Never mind it now. Madam. Won't you fee your 
fon'slady, Sir? 

Sir 
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Sir WlILLAM, 

She is in the houfe too, I fuppofe. 

Mrs, WooDviL, 

No ; that fhc is not : that could not be without 
my knowing it, 

Watchit. 

I beg your pardon. Ma'am ; Ihe is in the houfe. 
Introduce her, Mn Woodvil. 

WOODVIL. 

Come ', Sir William 5 you agree to fee her ? 

[To Sir TVilliam. 

Sir William* 

You are all in a violent hurry, methinks. Oh ! 
George, if you had chofen fuch a lady as this, (points 
ing to Clartffd) Do you defire me to fee his wife ? 

Clarissa, 

I don't know how to fpeak on this occafion. ■ 
Thus on my knees I beg forgivenefs for all that's pafl:» 

Sir William. 
Nay, don't kneel to me : let me raife you. 

Clarissa. 

No, Sir: I have offended, and this pofture is the 
fittcftfbr me. t 

Sir William^ ' 

How ! how is this ? 

Cla- 
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Clarissa. 
I am the unfortunate perfon that raifcd you indigo 
nation againft your foh, 

Mrs. WooDviL. 

How' ! how ! what does fhe fay t 

/■ 

Sir William. 
Do I underftand her ? Mr. Woodvll^ is your 
niece my fon's wife all this time ? 

WOODVIL. 

That lady is your daughter in law. We have im- 
pofed upon you, for the good of your family : It was 
the pious fraud of friendOiip, and you will cxcufe it. 

Sir William, [walking aftde) 
The young profligate has made a good choice, and 
robbed me into the bargain. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
This cannot be. She iis your niece, Mr. Wood- 
vil, is hot fhe ? , 

WOODVIL. 

It ferved the purpofe to call her fo. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
At this rate, I have been impofed upoivall this 
time. You are all in a plot againft me. I am kept 
in the dark, and never am to know any thing in this 
houle. 

Lovs- 
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LovEwoRTH. {to Sir William) 

You will allow. Sir, that I have not wanted dif- 
cernment to make a proper choice. 

Sir William, {aftde) 

I have a mind to q^arrell with him again. — I have 
been bamboozled in this bulinefs. Mr. Woodvil, 1 
appeal to you : am I bound to 

Woodvil. 

Abfolutely : and now if you can alk the lady in 
marriage, flie, I fuppofe, will perform her part of the 
contract. ^ 

Sir William. 
So ! that's the trick, is it ? 

Woodvil. « 

You cannot recede from your word. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
Did not you tell me, Watchit, that flie was in love 
with Sir William ? 

Watchit. 
It was my miftake ; but you fee her love does not 
go out of the family. 

Mrs. Woodvil. 
You (hall tell me every fecret : you know more ; I 
know you do. {talks afide to IVatcbii) 

Sir William. 

'Sdeath! I have expofed myfelf, and they have 
put it out of my power to find fault. Wounds ! I 

could be in a paflion again And yet I have made 

ipyfelf ridiculous, and fo to avoid, being laughed at — 

Vol. IV. B b Cla- 
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Clarissa. 

You perceive my confufion. Sir: I was drawn 
into this ftratagcm, and I hope- 
Sir William. 

Well, well ; you have deceived me ; and after all> 
it is an agreeable deceit. — But, you baggage! I (hall 
fcold you heartily hereafter for the trick you have 
played me. 

Watch IT. (afide) 

He is not thefirft man, whom love has made a rca- 
fonable creature. 

Sir William. 
You coquette ! you jilt ! you falfe one ! I'll lam- 
poon you in all the London papers ; VW write a bal- 
lad againft you.— Can you look me ftreight in the 
face after what has pafled between us ? George, you 
have rivalled your father ; but I have forgiven you. 
Asihe has been a flame of mine, take care that you 
behave well to her. 

Woodvil. 
I will anfwcr for him. 

Sir William. 

Is, is all for the bjeft perhaps. Don't laugh at me, 
that is all I afk. And in return, I will fairly own an 
honeft truth: when we become the cenfors of other 
people, we make feverelaws againft ourfelvc*. 

Wood- 
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WoODVILi 

Which iaW's we break upon the firfi occafion thd€ 
bffers. 

Sir WiLLiAAi. 

Even fo, Sir: and for my parr, I now fee clearly, 
that the beft way is, to attend, in the firft inftance> 
to our own infirmities : we fhall learn from thence, 
to make due allowance for the failings of others, 

Clarissa, comes forward. 

'^OUfse^ goodfolksy true to the Drama* s law y 

From thefe light Jcenes the mvral which we draw. 
Lookround through Itfe^ you! II find the maxim irue^ 
Each blames in others ^ what himjelf will do. 
juji as the 'Turk doth from all wine refrain-;^ 
And yet with opium Jlupifies his brain. 
Een hercy I fear y here on this very nighty 
<rhere are who rally themf elves not always right. 

Fray now above y amongfiyou gods on highy 
To whomfo oft I lift a trembling eye.\ 
For whom Iftrain ihefe tender lungs y flill willing 
To let you hear a little for your fhillingy 
Is there no cenfor there amongft yoUy prayy 
Who blames each new-born folly of the day ? 
^Gainjl foreign lace who doth his thunders lance y 
Yet runs his brandy from the coaft of France ? 
Is there no Falftaffy fed with plenteous ftorcy 
Who having fp ace enough y flill pants for more ? 
And while fix feats he fills with ample makcy 
CrieSy what a deal of room thefe people take ? 

B b 2 What 
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WTjat numerous /warms in tbqfe mid rows abid^i 
Moles to tbemjelves^ to others eagle-eyed I 
Each fees bis neighbour's back with follies groan y 
But never fpies the budget on his own. 

One inftance more : amongftyou here i*tV Pit, 
Are there no bards, who like an Inqueftfit 
On murder' d plays, and rave, and fret, and foam, 
And D AMU this piece, — yet have a worfe at home ? 

^his piece no critic heremuft dare abujei 
For I infpir'd it, I the poet's Muse ! * 
From you, ye fair , he merits fome applaufe ; 
Hts fcenes were written in y our f acred caufe ; 
^0 guard from withered age your beautfs prize. 
Arid bid on nature's laws your conquejis rife. 

Me could he teach this circle how to ctarm. 
And give the powWyour bofoms to alarms 
'Twere the bright point, at which my thoughts afpire : 
fVhat more were left to fan ambition' s fire ? 
She triumphs here, to whom your favour's /hewn: 
*^ *ThereifIgrow, the harvejlis your ozvn.'' 



• The piece was written for Mrs. Yates, and a£lcd on her 
benefit night, in the month of March 1764. 
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News from ParAaffus. 



jl violent rapping at the Street-Door i from 
the oppojite Side, enter 

La Fleur. 

X^E people in dis country it is all mad — rap, 
I J rap, rap — ^knock a de houfe down ! I wilh 
iwas* again en Provence ; {more knocking at the door) 
vat is you would have ?— De law in dis country it 
give liberty j de liberty it is break a de head, break 
a de houfe, put Frenchman in de horfepond, vat you 
'will. It is all mad for de news j (more knocking) 
and it will not wait till de news come. Ah 9a, I 
muft open door, {opens the door^ and peeps out) Vat 
is you want ? 

PiOPLE without.. 
That odd mortal Boccalini, docs he lodge here ? 

La Fleur, 
Signior Boccalini, it does lodge here; but 
you cannot fee him now ; it has des affaires — {hold- 
ipg the door, ^^d Jlruggling) it is not vifible to-day, ^ 

People without. 
We muft fee him ; we muft come in, 

r 

B. 4 Enter 
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En^er Rantwell and Veli-um. 

Rantwell. 

Here's a fbreigner without manners ; won't let 
people in to pay a civil vifit ! 

Vellvm. 
AVe have bufinefs with the old critic. 

La Fleur, (ftruggling at the deer) 
I will tpake faft a de door. i^i! a'l ! no a:orq 
come in. Vat is you cor^rn:v u : 

Ra^;T7/1^!. 

Your mafter is a queer oud lo? -' of ' r":^ d kind of 
critic. Boccalini's adytrtifemenbs ?:ein PrM^-naffus 
are well known. He comes, we hear, with news 
froni thofe regions^ and we want to know what he 
has in his budget. Is not this he ? 

La Fleur. 

Le yoilal it is Monfieun I am gla(i he is come 5 ' 
he underdand your language, and will talk yoq 
hiipfelf. 

Enter Boocalini, 

BoccALiMr. 

Your vifit is early, gentlemen^ and fomewhat in^- 
portunate, 

u 
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La Fleur. 
It is Jans ceremonie : • come in fpite of touts les 
diables. 

BOCCALINI. 

La Fleur, do yoy ftep and put my books in order. 

La Fleur. 
Volontier : de gentlemen will pay you Englis 
vifit ; how d'you do ? — V^t news ? — and dat is all* 
(Jing^s) Grand Joleil-^ [^^/^. 

BOCGALINI; 

Your name. Sir ? 

Rantwell. 

Rantwell, at your fervice : you may read it in ca- 
pitals three times a week in the play-bills, 

BoQgALINI, 

An aftor, perhap$ ? 

Rantwell, 
Righty guffled, 

Ppccalini, 
And you. Sir ? 

Vellum, 

My name is Vellum : a bookfeller. Sir ; well 
Jcnpwn in the Row. To refufe me admittance, 
would have been an error of the firft imprcflionp 

Rant- 



\ 
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Rantwell. 

And I know my cue when to enter. Well, Sig- 
nior, you have news from Parnaflus, we hear. 

BOCCALINI. 

Yes, Sir ; to be publifhed when I have arrange^ 
my materials. 

Rantwell, 

Kind and obliging ! We have had nothing front 
thofe parts a long time. Our Poets feem to hav^ 
dropped all correlpondence with th^ Mufes. 

Vellum. 

Ay ; and we bookfellers are almoft reduced to the 
neccflity of writing for ourfelves. Now, Sir, if yoi^ 
will let my paper have the firft of your new§ 

Rantwell. 

A little criticifm will do no harm in the 'begin-* 
ping of oyr theatrical feafon. 

EOCCALINI. 

Patience, gentlemen. Seneca, Epiftetus, and 
Other philofophers, have given me fome papers of 
patience-powder, of rnore efficacy than all youf 
quack medicines. 

Rantwell. 
" The labour we delight in phyficks pain/' The 
truth is cur poets are become newS-writers, and thq 
bookfellers are grown quacks. 

Vel-, 
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Vellum. 

Yes, there are bookfellers enough to put off your 
powders, and you may advertifc \n Riy paper* In 
jhc mean time. Sir, your new§, 

Rantwell, 
Ay, true pr falfe, give us the news, 

BOCCALINI. 

Why mufl: you both fpeak at once ? 

Rant'Vvell. 
I hate to bp filent in a fcene. 

Boccalini, 

But the fcene can't go on, if you won't hear. 
This gentleman excites my curiofity, {looking at 
Vellum) You print a newlpaper ? 

' Vellum. 

1 do. Sir. 

BoCCALINI. 

A newlpaper is an extraordinary manufafture, but 
I can form no idea of the procefs. Bees make wax ; 
worms produce filk ; and fpiders weave their webs : 
but what kind of animals engender a newlpaper is 
beyond my ildll. 

Vellum. 

You fQreigners know nothing of the matter: we 
QWe it all to liberty. How do you think it is done ? 

Boc- 
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BOCCALINI* 

News from all parts of the kingdom ! private 
intelligence from families ! accounts from every 
quarter of the globe !-*-! fuppofd, to do all this, you 
have correfpondents abroad, who may be > depended 
upon. If a hidden event happens in a private fannily, 
they to be fure give you notice. 

Vellum. 

Not a tittle of this. A printing-houfc is like a 
bee-hive : fome drones there are j the bufy fly and 
buzz abroad in a morning, and return loaded at 
noon : but they never bring enough ; we fupply the 
reft. Troops in America ! a letter from thence is 
writ in my garret. Wc have in the Merchants Di- 
rectory, a full lift of all the principal names in the 
city. Now in a dearth of news, we fend half a 
fcore to Tunbridge, another flight to Margate i^ a 
third group to Brighthelmftone. We rob this man 
on the high-way J wc kill another at a city-feaft; 
and we flop paynrjent for ^ great houfe^ Juft ^s w^ 
like. 



BOCCALINI, 



And all falfe ? 



Vellum, 

Every fyllable. — At the St. Jan^es's end of the 
town, we ufed to be hatd put to it : but difficulties 
are now removed; their names are all on the ftreet 
doors ; we take them down in our lift, and then deal 
with them as we like. We ruin the eldeft fon at 
play, and fometimes ftioot hrm: we ravifh the 

4augh-' 
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daughter, put the mother to bed with the coach- 
rnan, hang the father up in the liable, and make a 
Lord (teal half a dozen tea-fpoons out of a filver- 
fmith's Ihop. 

BOCCALINI, 

Don't you obferve fome degree of probability in 
your ftories ? 

Vellum. 
Oh ! no ; the incredible goes down beft in this 
country. 

BoCCAlINl. 

But won't the falfehood be found out ? 

Vellvm. 
After fome noife; our end is anfv;ered firft. — A 
newfpaper, Sir, is a great fchool of fcience: moft pf 
the modern authors have never been at any other. 
With a good genius for lying, a tolerable flock of 
malice, a ftorc of envy, and not a grain of literattire, 
they write in the Journals for three or four year$; 
then fct up for men of great talents, and from their 
garrets, or the Fleet, come forth novels, hiftories, 
plays, efTays upon, fpirit and mattef, whole reams 
in praife of themfelyes, and a torrent of abufc againft 
every fpecies of merit. 

Boccalini. 
But the plough is defrauded by this. 

Vellum. 

That may be : the flaining of paper is our object. 
Now ta give you a true idea of the matter ; no man 
can go out of town ^ or flay at home ; or pay his 
tradefmen,- or not pay 'em i live or die, be or not 
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. be ; .marry or continue fingle ; no lady can look 
handfome, be a good wife, a virtuous daughter, or 
an affcftionate motheri but we in our paper turn all 
topfey turvey, right or wrong, true or falfe, no mat- 
ter for that ; we kill the living, bring the dead td 
life, and rcprefent all juft as wfe plcafe. 

BoCCALINt, 

And poor truth all this time ! 

Have a regard for truth, aiid ftarve by it; The 
paper would be a blank : truth would hot fill half a 
column of the paper. And fo, if you pleafe, there's 
room enough for your news from Parn^ffus : a good 
budget of fcandal will have a run. Til ftand the 
brunt* 

BOCCALINI* 

And will you venture to publilh defamation ? 

Rantwell* 

i think it's my cue to fpeak now. 1 have beeri 
filent long enough I think. As to my friend little 
Vellum, he will dare any thing : his name is well 
known in Weftminfter^hall. 

Vellum^ 
Yes, pretty well, I think. Two verdicirs againft 
me laft Term; an Information to be tried next, and 
only for faying that a man of quality has got his 
mother with child* 
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BoCCALIIlIi 

Such a trifle as that ? 

Vbllum. 

I faid no more. But I laugh at law : I hate the 
King's Bench 5 and they know it : " woe to my Lord 
Chief Juftice." 1 flood in the pijlory two years ago, 

BOCCALINI, 

Indeed ! 

Vellum. 
I did : nothing in it. I told the mob in handr 
bills that the liberty of the prefs was in danger ; and 
they huzza'd, like the Poriuguez^ at. the burning of 
a Jew. The pelting was but flight. 

BOCCALINI. 

But the difgrace ! does any body fpeak to you 
after it ? 

Vellum. 

They admire you : I went to the cofFee-houfe 
without wafliing the eggs off my face. Look ye ; 
you can't have a better publifher : fecrecy warranted ; 
never give up an author ; you may murder charac- 
ters, and compliment yourfelf juft as you pleafe in 
my Journal. 

BoCCALINI. 

1 underftand you : Parnafllis is invited to a ihare 
in fcandal and malevolence: you ftiall have my an- 
fwer prcfently. And now, a word with this gentle- 
man. 

Rant- 
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Rantwell, 

Ay, you have kept me here a long time, without 
a (peech ; and that, let me tell you, is the hardeft 
thing in ading. 

BOCCALIKI. 

Then you fhould ftudy it. But come ; you arc aa 
aflor, and you profefs to pleafe ? 

Rantwell. 

Yes, Sir; I profefs to pleafe, and it is cruel in any 
newipaper to (ay, I don't pleafe. If idleneis, or a 
party to Salt-hill, or a quarrel with the Manager, 
hinders me from ftudying my part, why fhould any 
fcribbler inform the world of it ? If I don't like 
my wife, or if I like another man's wife better, why 
is a printer, a dirty, fnivelling, fneaking fellow, like 
Vellum there — 

VELLUM. 

If you go to that, (hall a paltry player 

Rantwell. 
A paper and type rafcal ! 

Vellum. 
A king of fhreds and patches ! 

Rantwell. 
A mere bundle of fools-cap ! 



Vellum. 
A bluftering, ranting, fpoiuing- 



Rant- 
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Rantwell. 
A duodecimo of wafte paper, 

BoGCALINI. 

Nay ! friends but this moment, and now— 

Rantwell. 

Let him give up the point then. Shall fuch a 
fellow as that dine upon tny follies ? I hope, Sig- 
,nior, that you have an advert/Temeilt from Par- 
naflus, ordering, in the name of Apollo, that no 
liewfpaper Ihall fay a word of us, who depend upon 
pleafing the public* 

BoGCALINt; 

And what fay you of thofe who profefs to fervc 
the public ? 

Rantwell, 

Why, as we very often pleafe nobody but our- 
felves, lb your Minifters as often ferve nobody but 
themfelves ; and therefore with quack doftors, 
moneylenders, and lottery offices, they are all fair 
game* 

Vellum. 

I like to hear adbors talk of pleafing the public I 

Rantwell, 
Do you compare newfpapers to a theatre ? 

Vellum. 

Do I ?*-*What do we print lies for but to pleaCe 
the public ? 

Vol* IV* C c . Rant- 



402 NEWS FROM PARNASSUS. 

Rantwell. 

Print no lies of us : but come, let us hear your 
news : as Sir Harry fays, the news ! tell me news. 

Vellum. 
If you don't tell, Y\\ invent news for yo\i. 

Rantwell. 

And now I think on't ; Rofcius, you know, has 
left the ftage J is not Shakelpeare hugely angry ? 

BOCCALINI. 

Angry ? — At what ? 

Rantwell. 
At Rofcius, for retiring ? 

BoCCALINr. 

N03 Sir : Shakefpeare retired himfelf to the banks 
of the Avon, and he wifhes Rofcius a happy retreat 
on the banks of the Thames. Apollo has decreed him 
a laurel-crown for his fervices, and has promifcd 
him a new wreath, fhould he again appear for the. 
theatrical fund, or upon any other occafion. 

Vellum. 
This is bad news. 

BOCCALINI. 

Whyfo? 

Vellum. 

No abuie in it : dult truth is a drug : I'll fay in 

the 



I 
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the paper, that Shakefpeare never thought him a 
^\good aftor : heprefered Betterton, and Booth, and — 

BoCCALmi. 

He fays the reverfe, and calls him his beft com- 
mentaton 

Rantwell* 
What better than Booth, 'Wilkes, or Cibber ? 

BoGCALiNrr. ^ 

. He was much obliged to them all: they fprung 
from Betterton, as in ancient times, many Hercules's 
' grew out of one. But Rofcius has reverfed it : out 
of many theatrical Hercules's he made one in his own 
perfon. 

Vellum, 

This will never do. There will be no difpute about 
this : no pro and con .* and fro andjon is the life of 
a newfpaper. Eflays, letters, fquibs^ paragraphs, 
epigrams—— 

BoccALiiri. 

Then it is your intereft to be in the wrong ? 

Vellum. 

You haveJiit the mark* It is the intereft of every 
fiewfpaper in England to be in the wrong. If I lay 
alderm*an Guzzledown went a fwan-hx)pping, and 
tumbled out of a city barge into the Thames, and 
when taken up, all help was too late ; then alderman 
Guzzledown's friends are in a rage, and they come to 
my houfe, and " alderman Guzzledown, Sir, does 
w> C c 2 not 
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not underftand"— *and fo then they put an anfwer in 
the paper, that he never wcntafwan-hoppingat all, 
and I get fomebody to abufe the anfwer, -w^h a hint^ -y 

about fmuggling ; and lb a paper war goes on '^ 

/ la rapping at the door. 

BOCCALINI. 

More vifitors ! if you will ftep into the next room, 
gentlemen — wliom have we here ? 



Enter Rebus. 

Rantwell. 

Ha ! little Rebus ! Signior Boccalini, let me in- 
troduce my friend, Mr. Rebus, an admirable poet! 
He has writ a comedy. My dear Rebus, you are 
the man to revive a drooping ftage. • I hope you have 
a part for me. {turris to Boccalini) A poor fenti- 
mental blockhead \ 1 hope his play will never be re- 
ceived. My dear Rebus, if your piece comes out, 
you may depend upon me. Come, Vellum, they 
want to be bufy. 

Vellum. 

If your play comes out, fend the plot to my pa- 
per. You may praife yourfelf there, as much as you 
w^ill : and I'll take care to abufe you. 

[Exit with .RantwelL 

Boccalini. 
You are a dramatic author. Sir ? 



Re- 
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Rebus. 
I am Sir. My firft pufh will be in comedy. 

BOCCALINI. 

And for this I fuppofe you have prepared yourfelf 
by an accurate ftudy of men and manners : you have 
attended to the humours that gather in the mind, 
and the tinge thofe humours are apt to give to the 
imagination. You have purfued afFeftation through 
all her fliapes, and can open with a nice hand the 
vien of the ridicule that fprings from that fource. 
You have feen life, you know the foibles of the fair; 
the turns of vanity, pride, love, extravagance, and 
all the whims of falhion. You know the relative du- 
ties of life, and 

Rebus. • 

At that rate, when fliould I begin to write my co- 
pnedy ? 

BOCCALINI. 

At Athens they were forbid before the age of thirty. 
I make no doubt, but.you have digefted Ariftole, and 
all the rules of your art. 

Rebus. 

A man might as well ftudy the mathematicks. T 
truft all to genius : the managers have enlarged the 
houfc: it holds more money than ever, and thit is 
provocation enough for me. 

BotrcALiNi, 

Will that do ? A painter ftudies the principles of 
defign and colouring before he takes a pallet. 

C c 3 Re, 
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Rebus, 

Look ye, Sir : you faw that fellow Vellum that 
went out there ? — I wrote for five years in his paper. 
And that fellow^ Rantwell, who is gone with him, 
he fupplied me with orders to fee the play. A bitter 
bad aftor ! he fhall never fpeak a line of mine, I 
have attended the firft night at all new plays ; I have 
watched efFeftj^ oWerved where the audience ap- 
plauded ; gave the plot in the papers, abufed every 
fuccefsful writer, and now have turned one of my 
own novels into a comedy. No wit, no humour in 
it! 

BOCCALINI, 

Noi 

Rebus. 

Wit and humour are good for nothing but to ni^'^ke 
people laugh. 

BOCCALINI. 

A new notion this : what's your fubjeft ? 

* ^ Rebus. ' 

You fhall hear : — My notion is that there fhould 
be found doftrine throughout \ in every fcene good 
and generous fentiments ; rifing in a climax to fome 
ufefuU moral in every aft.r— Now obferve-r— my firft 
aft ends with " honour your father and mother." 11 
Aft, "*loveyour neighbour as yourfelf."— III. Aft, 
" do as you would be done by" — IV. Aft, " charity 
covers a multitude of fins" — V. Aft, '^ God fave the 
king" — No audience can hifs fuch fentiments. 

Boc- 



AN INTRODUCTORY PIECE. 407 

BOCCALINI. 

' They might as well hifs " the praftice of piety." 

Rebus. 
Juftthe fame: my play is pathetic—— 

BOCCALINI. 

A pathetic comedy ? 

Rebus, 

Yes, a pathetic comedy ! the ftory Is (hortly this. 
Sophy Goodchild is an amiable girl : fbe has many 
lovers ; Luteftring, a mercer's prentice \ Capias, 
an attorney's clerk; and Jack Indigo, a young mer- 
chant. — Her father was formerly church-warden, now 
old, poor, and ftarving ! he has not a morfcl to cat. 
Sophy feoodchild fees a baker's fiiop: flic refolves, 
butaftermany foliloquies^' to fteal a two-penny loaf 
for her father. The young attorney fees her in the 
faft, and being crofled in love, he informs. Sophy 
is carried before Mr. Juftice Locuft. Mr. Juftice 
Locuft is a wine-merchant, who fells bad law, an4 
adulterate port to the whole parifti. Mifs Sophy is 
brought before him : flie weeps ; confefTes the faft, 
and is committed to Newgate. Mr. Juftice Locuft 
makes out a warrant for the father, for receiving 
ftolen goods, knowing them to beftolen: young 
Indigo takes their part, and young Indigo's father, 
whofe whole delight in his counting houfe is to do 
good, raifes a fublcription to make Sophy's defence. 
She is brought to her trial, and her father with her. 
She makes a fpeech ; the jury cry, and both are ac- 
quitted, fhe marries young Indigo, and his father 

C c 4 fettles 
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fettles his whole fortune upon ihem, which you know 
is very generous and improbable: and fo the audience 
go away crammed with fentiment^ and highly de- 
' lighted with fo pathetic a piece. 

BOCCALINI. 

Have the Managers received this comedy ? 

Rebus^ 

No; they are infolent ; but till they comply, I 
fhall abufe them, and every thing they produce. 

BOCCALINI. 

Had not you better turn your comedy Into a tr?i- 
gedy? 

Rebus. 

No, no; I have a tragedy upon the ftocks. An- 
Eaftern ftory. I call it Nuncomar. — Nuncomar has 
forged the bond of Malachi Dofs, and fo contrives to 
poflefs himfelf of his whole fortune, as foon as Mala- 
chi Dofs dies. Malachi Dofs has left a daughter, ft-. 

cretly in love with GungabaSen-^ Gungabaflcn 

fetches a walk at midnight near the Adawluty with 
an arzee in his hand. The ghoft of Malachi Dofs 
appears, and being of theGentoo religion, gives a fine 
awfull relation of theMetempfychofis. The ghoft 
difcovers the whole fraud, and how he lent his feal to 
be puttoan/jrz^i?, tobefent to the Nabob, Nutchum 
AL DowLA, under whom Malachi Dofs had TLforje-. 
diirree. Gungabaflcn tells all to the young princefs; 
the intereft grows warm, and Nuncomar is fent to 
prifon : his wife is in great afBiftion, and this again 
heightens the diflrefs. Nuncomar breaks out of the 

prifoi^ 
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prifon into the council room, and clainns the privi- 
lege of an ambaffador as Vakeel to the Nabob : then 
follow fome fpeeches about the rights of ambaffadors, 
and the ftatute of queen Ann is put into, blank verfe. 
In the midft of things the Nabob comes with all his 
whole army : a battle is fought and won : Nutchum 
al Dowla is brought in prifoner upon an elephant : 
Nuncomar is executed, and his wife, according to 
the cuftom of the Eai}, mounts the funeral pile, 
which is lighted up on the ftage, and fo the play con- 
cludes, with a moral againft forgery, highly ufefuU 
in a commercial country. 

BOCCALINI, 

, Will the audience underftand it ? 

Rebus. 

Not a fyllable: they'll ftare like fluck pigs: Hike 
*to fee 'em ftare at a tragedy. And then by culling 
from Shakefpeare a parcel of obfolete v/ords — — 

BoCCALINI. 

Obfolete words in dialogue, that fhould be na- 
tural ? 

Rebus. 

Yes, it is the rule for fupporting the didion, in all 
poetry ; particularly with refpeft to the drama, 
1 fhall give my countrymen fomething beyond the 
reach of malice, (loud rapphig at the doer) 

. Boccalini, 

Hey ! more vifitors ! 

Re- 
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Rebcs. 

Well, I can (lq> into the next room. I ihaU finifli 
mjr tragedy. Nuncomar wiil make 'em ftare : with 
/mart imfs^ zvA dafper ehes^ and^^^/^of the night, 
and the nurfing hours of the mornings I (hall noakc 
work for them, {repeats) 

Here Nuncomar with Nxrons from the Weft, 
There Gungabaflen marfhals all his Naimaxs; 
And fits aloft in thunder and in clouds ! 
Hey !— little Rebus will do it ! [£>^. 

Enter Catcall. 
Catcall. 



Ha ! old boy 



BOCCALIXI. 

Your name. Sir ? 

Catcall. 

Catcall : a critic ; and as you are of the fame 
trade, I am come to have a little talk with you. 

Boccalini. 
Upon what fu bj eft ? 

Catcall. ^ 
The reformation of theatrical abufes. 

BOCCALINU 

The true province of criticifm ! 

Cat- 
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Catcall. 

Yes, Sir : I was born a critic. I hifled the mo- 
ment I faw the light. I rejeiled all play-things, till 
a catcall was put into my hand : that delighted me. 
When I took to my horn-book, the firft letters I 
learned were, D, A, M, N, which make the word 
Damn you know. From fchool, I came upon town; 
lounged at cofFehoufes, read magazines, laid down 
the laws of the drama at George's, and pronounced 
upon wit at the Bedford. 

BOCCALINI. 

Good materials for a critic ! now to the point. 

Catcall, 

. If you pleafe, Sir: the att.ur is this. The Mana- 
gers are grown infolent : now I Ihall fet my face againft 
fitU infolcncc, 



Bocc^LiNi, 



Proceed, Sir. 



Catcall. 

Time was, I could go into the boxes and fee an 
entire aft of a play for nothing. At the clofe of the 
fift, the box-keeper came in, ** I hope your honour 
likes the piece, and if you ftay," — Stay, fays me I, — 
to fee a play murdered ? Up I^et, and brufli away 
to the other houfe, and there do the fame. Now this 
good ancient cuftom has been fome how taken away. 
It muft be revived. I know a cabinet-maker that has 
no bufinefs ; I know a difcontented mafter-taylor^ 
who can bring all his journeymen into the upper- 
gal- 
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gallery. We fhall call ourfclves the town. No tri- 
fling with our rights. And now, Sir, I hope that 
you will by an edift froni ParnaiTus revive the good 
and ancient privilege of feeing an aft at each houfe 
for nothing. 

BOCCALINI. 

And is this, all you have to complain of? 

Catcall. 

No, no, have patience ; this is not all. The town 
has been abridged of many privileges. For inftaiice 
now3 after feeing two acts, without paying a farthing, 
it then drav/s near to half price, you knov/. Then 
fuppofing me willing to pay, 1 could march behind 
the fcenes -, fee all their thunder and lightning ; ftrut 
into the Green-room, and by talking to the perfor- 
mers make them all forget their parts, and then, 
lolling with a janty airagainft the fide of the fccR©, 
hifs the aftors for their negligence, and laugh theia,- 
dies in the boxes out of countenance, 

• BOCCALINI. 

This muft make great confufion, 

Catcall. 
Charming confufion !^ — A babel of founds. Off 
cries the pit ; throw him over fays the gallery 5 mu- 
fick ; a hornpipe, prologue j roaft beef. All this 
h loft now. 

Boccalttti. 

And this is what you would reftore ? 

Cat- 
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Catcall. 
I fear we fliall not be able to cany the point : but' 
it will breed a riot, and that, you know, is rare 
fport. la rap at the door. 

Enter La Fleur. 

BoccALiSri. 

What is the mattei; now ? 

La Fleur. 

De gentleman in de chair. He will not come 
out. He has great myftery ; and fo de chair it muft^ 
be carry in here. 

BOCCALINI. 

As he pleafes. Mr. Catcall, there is company in 
that room to entertain you. 

Catcall, 

Let us firfl: difcufs 

I 

BOCCALINI. 

Sir, my time 

Catcall. '"V 

And, Sir, my time is precious. 

Boccalini. 
You fee I am not at leifure. 

Cat- 
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Catcall, (retiring) 
A word, and I have done. 

BOCCALINI. 

How inconfiderate ! leave me now. 

[Exit CatcalU 

(A Chair is brought in) 

I. Chairman. 

Will I lave the chair In the hall here ? 

II. Chairman. 

What better place ? Did not the gentleman de^ 
fire it? Ow! come along, man. 

\^Exeunt Chairman. 

BOCCALINI. 

What can this mean ? 

FiTZFROLiCK. {looking out of the chair) 
By ourfelves, I hope. 

BOCCALINI. 

The coaft is clear, you fee. 

FlTZFROLICIC 

Then I'll venture out. {ccmes out of the chair i a 
large red cloak en bim^ and a tie wig.) 

BoccalinL 
By his appearance this (houldbcadociorofphyrick. 

FiTZ- 
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FiTZFROLlCK. 

No, Sir, I have no nojtrums : my name is Fitz^ 
frolick. 

BOCCALINI. 

And your profcflion ? 

FlTZFROLICK, 

A pantomime poet. 

BOCCALINI. 

A pantomime poet ! what may that be ? 

FiTZFROLICK. 

You may well aflc ; the ancients had but an im- 
perfe6t notion of it : 1 can tell the whole ftory of 
Ovid's Metamorphofis better than Ovid himfelf. 

BOCCALINI. 

Better than Ovid ! is the Englifli a better language 
than the Latin ? 

FiTZFROLICK. 

We never ufe any language. Significant dumb 
ihew is our method. How would you tell a man, 
without fpeaking, to bring you fome cherries ? 
(mimicks) Nuts? (mimicks) Does any language 
cpme up to that ? 

BOCCALIXI. 

The critics Can't find fault with your ftilc : pray, 
Sir, how did you attain this excellence ? 

FiTZ- 
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ElTZFROLICK/ 

I was bred a carpenter^ 

BoCCALINlrf 

A carpenter ! 

FlTZFROLICfC. 

Yes : I built ^ booth for a puppet-lhew-man in thtf 

country, and ever fince I have been a, dealer in pan-^ 

tomime. I have made all the heathen gods and 

goddcfles. The chairs, that danced a jig in Dio^/e-' 

Jian^ were my handy work.- 

B0CCALINI4 
An ingenious contrivance \ 

FrfZFROLICK. 

A better fet of adtors were never put out of hand- 
I have been a flave to the drama ever fince, and I 
have fufFered much inconvenience in the caufe. 
Would you believe it ? I have never been able t^ 
flay a week irfany one lodging for thefe twenty years^ 

BOCCAL INI. 

Why fo ? 

FiTZFROLlClC. 

I pra6tife all my pieces at home. The life of pan-- 
tomime, you know, confifts in the efcapes of Har- 
lequin. 1 have bored holes in the doors and wain- 
fcott in every houfe I could get into. I once got into 
a fad fcrape. Pantaloon was in purfuit of me — that 
is you muft fuppofe fo — I jumped through the wain- 

fcott. 
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fcott, and tumbled into niy landlady's bed ; but that 
fulky fcoundrel her hufband baftinado'd me, till I 
thought I never fhould take a leap again. I have 
been praftifing all the morning : ecce fignum ! 

[^throws off his long cloak, puts on a majk and appears 
in a barlequin-dre/s. 

BOCCALINI. 

A quick metamorphofis ! 

FiTZFROLiCK. (frijks about) . 
I may unmafk to you. I have been pradlifing a 
new pantomime. " Harlequin Argonaut, or the 
Golden Fleece." I Ihall lower the ftage ; make a fine 
bafon ; get the New River company to turn in their 
water ; and then I fliall launch a fliip, and fail away 
for Colchos. 

BOCCALINI. 

But why real water in fcenes merely artifical ? 

FlTZFROLICK. 

rU tell you: I tried it with a canvafs-fea; but 
while the men were turning the wheels to give undu- 
lation to the drapery of the water, I fell in and almoft 
broke my rib againft the fharp corner of a wave. So 
I intend to have real water. 

BOCCALINI. 

But in real water you may chance to be drown'd 

FlTZFROLICK. 

No, no ; that can't be. The fociety for curing 

drowned perfons is to attend in the front boxes. I 

Vol IV. D d fhall 
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fhall fail away, do you fee^ for Colcho$> and upon 
my arrival fire a broadlide at the caftle, filence their 
guns, and r 

BOCCALINI. 

Guns ! they were not in ufe. 

FiTZFROLICK. 

Oh ! harlequin deals with the devil you know. I 
meet Medea on the fhore, and take her that night to 
VauxhalL 

BopCALINI. 

Vauxhall in thofe days ? 

FiTZFROLICK. 

I am mafter of my own creation. I then take her 
to the Boulvards at Paris ; give her a Dutch fair 
upon the ice , — I make my ice of tin. — Pantaloon, 
her father, with a long nofe, a grey beard, and a knife 
in his hand, purfues me : prasfto pafs, I have a balket 
on my (houlder. " Buy any muffins ? Muffins for 
** coffee and tea, gentlemen and ladies.'* 

BoccAl-iNiJ 
Nothing of this in Ovid. 



o 



Fit:5F|iolick. 
My changes are more wonderful than his^ My 
wit is full as furprizing : though, I think, my wit 
is not above five feet high at prefent. 



BoCCALINI. 

Wit five feet high ! 



FiTZ- 
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FiTZFROLICK. 

No ; I could fpring ten- feet formerly ; but a five 
bar gate is the height of my wit at prefent. 

BOCCALINI. 

So ! you are vulnerable in the heel ? 

FiTZFROLICK. 

Yes» Achilles for that. I (hall give great variety. 
I have hunted all the figns in London for animals 
that never exifted : I (hall give 'em all. Astley 
fhall ride his horfe ; a Turk Ihall mount the rope j 
I have fpoke to the ftationer for a large quantity 
of fnow, and you will have oftriches, ferpents of the 
Nile, the Egyptian pyramids, and I change myfelf 
to a Mummy, 

Enter all the former Characters. 

Rantwell. 
Hey ! that fellow intrude himfelf here |. 

Rebus. 
That enemy of wit ! 

Rantwell. 
He never gives me a line to fpeak. 

CATCALLt 

Turn him out# 

D d 2 ^^^- 
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adorned, without oftentation; touch the heart, and 
that is your fure road to fuccefs. 

Rebus. 
I appeal to pofterity. 

FiTZFROLicK. (in the chair.) 
Any direftions for me ? 

Omnes. 
Hey! — Is he here again ? 

BOCCALINI. 

There is no keeping him out, I fee. 

Catcall. 

He fhall decamp for all this ; here, call in the 
chairmen. 

Enter Chairmen; as they are going to take up the chair y 
it flies GpcHy and dijc overs an Apothecary's fl^op \ an 
Alligator comes out; Harlequin is drejfed as a ^ack 
Dooior. T!he Alligator moves about the ft age. 

Catcall. 
What monfter have we here ? 

Rebus. 
A defcription of it in good blank-verfe will do 
well in a tragedy. 

Vellum, 
I fliould like a print of it for the next Magazine. 

Rant. 
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Rantwell. 

" An alligator ftuft: a beggarly accourit of empty 
boxes/' .^.. 

BoccALiNi. (^when the alligator JlopsJ) 

Mr. Fitzfrolick, this is a fpccimen of your talents. 
Your fpecies of compofition eludes all precept. Will 
a little comnion fenfe do you any kind of harm ? 

Fitzfrolick. 

Shall I be plain with you ? I have tried various 
fhapes to gratify my matters. An old fervant. Sir ! 
within the limits of common fenfe, I hope, my en- 
deavours have not been always unworthy. 1 have 
occafionally been prodigal enough to depart from na- 
ture ; but I have had the grace to return. To pleafe 
has been my ambitions and fometimes crufting to my 
HEAD, and fometimes to. my. ijebls, I have reached 
the chearful evening of life; and if my patrons will 
now and then continue to beftow a fmile, it will 
chear me on the reft of my way. 

BCCCALINI. 

Fairly fpoken, and I dare fay you will have your 
wifti. Mr. Catcall, a word with you. Sir. Banifh 
noife and riot : let critics have knowledge and can- 
dour. A true fon of Apollo has well obferved, that 
the firft office of criticifm was to beat time to the 
chorus of the mufes,not with clamour and violence to 
interrupt the fong. Let audiences fupport the de- 
corum of the theatre. Let the managers procure 
novelty, by a due encouragement of genius. If new 
plays of value cannot be had, let them revive the 
old, but be fparing of alterations. They may 

lop 
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lop excrefcencies,and remove indecency; but the form 
in .which the fathers of the drama left their works, 
Ihews their own frame of thought, and ought to be 
refpefted. In a word, let Managers confider them- 
felves at the head of a great warehoufe j procure the 
beft aflbrtment of goods, get proper hands to difplay 
them; open their doors, be civil to the cuftomers, 
and, Apollo foretells that thegenerofity of the public 
will reward their endeavours. \^Exeuht omnes. 
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